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Aging poem – Wendell Berry

No, no, there is no going back.

Less and less you are

that possibility you were.

More and more you have become

those lives and deaths

that have belonged to you.

You have become a sort of grave

containing much that was

and is no more in time, beloved

then, now, and always.

And so you have become a sort of tree

standing over the grave.

Now more than ever you can be

generous toward each day

that comes, young, to disappear

forever, and yet remain

unaging in the mind.

Every day you have less reason

not to give yourself away.

Wendell Berry

AT THE END OF THE YEAR 

As this year draws to its end, 

We give thanks for the gifts it brought

And how they became inlaid within

Where neither time nor tide can touch them. 

Days when beloved faces shone brighter

With light from beyond themselves;

And from the granite of some secret sorrow

A stream of buried tears loosened. 

We bless this year for all we learned,

For all we loved and lost

And for the quiet way it brought us

Nearer to our invisible destination. 

John O'Donohue 

Excerpts from 'At the End of the Year' in his books,

“To Bless the Space Between Us" (US) / "Benedictus" (Europe)

Aimless Love    Billy Collins
This morning as I walked along the lakeshore,

I fell in love with a wren

and later in the day with a mouse

the cat had dropped under the dining room table.

In the shadows of an autumn evening,

I fell for a seamstress

still at her machine in the tailor’s window,

and later for a bowl of broth,

steam rising like smoke from a naval battle.

This is the best kind of love, I thought,

without recompense, without gifts,

or unkind words, without suspicion,

or silence on the telephone.

The love of the chestnut,

the jazz cap and one hand on the wheel.

No lust, no slam of the door –

the love of the miniature orange tree,

the clean white shirt, the hot evening shower,

the highway that cuts across Florida.

No waiting, no huffiness, or rancor –

just a twinge every now and then

for the wren who had built her nest

on a low branch overhanging the water

and for the dead mouse,

still dressed in its light brown suit.

But my heart is always propped up

in a field on its tripod,

ready for the next arrow.

After I carried the mouse by the tail

to a pile of leaves in the woods,

I found myself standing at the bathroom sink

gazing down affectionately at the soap,

so patient and soluble,

so at home in its pale green soap dish.

I could feel myself falling again

as I felt its turning in my wet hands

and caught the scent of lavender and stone.

All Heart
You need to become all heart

To be deserving the beloved

Then come, come and live with us

Lovers, lovers.

Rumi,  Iran

“As a single footstep will not make a path on the earth, so a single thought will not make a pathway in the mind. To make a deep physical path, we walk again and again. To make a deep mental path, we must think over and over the kind of thoughts we wish to dominate our lives.” – Henry David Thoreau

Your work is to discover your work and then with all your heart give yourself to it. 

Buddha 

Sometimes I think that just not thinking of oneself is a form of prayer. 

Barbara Harrison 

We are here to help each other to get through this thing, whatever it is. 

Mark Vonnegut 

What we call ‘I’ is just a swinging door that moves when we exhale and when we inhale  Shunryu Suzuki 
Attitude in Set of Circumstances

We who lived in concentration camps can remember the men who walked through the huts comforting others, giving away their last piece of bread. They may have been few in number, but they offer sufficient proof that everything can be taken from a man but one thing: the last of the human freedoms—to choose one’s attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one’s own way. 

Victor Frank

Allow

By Danna Faulds

There is no controlling life. Try corralling a lightning bolt, containing a tornado. Dam a stream and it will create a new channel. Resist, and the tide will sweep you off your feet. Allow, and grace will carry you to higher ground. The only safety lies in letting it all in – the wild and the weak; fear, fantasies, failures and success. When loss rips off the doors of the heart, or sadness veils your vision with despair, practice becomes simply bearing the truth. In the choice to let go of your known way of being, the whole world is revealed to your new eyes.

Awake

The most memorable bout I ever had in my life was with myself. I had to fight all the bullshit. All of the arrogance, all of those things. When I was in solitary confinement I was in a state of hatred. I hated everybody. I hated the judge. I hated the criminal who said I was at the scene of the crime. I had to come to terms with that. Finally I had to give it up. That took a long time. I knew I had to be free. That was my mission, to remain free, to stay above the prison system, which is the lowest level of human existence

Autobiography in Five Chapters   by Portia Nelson

ONE

I walk down the street

There is a deep hole in the sidewalk

I fall in.

I am lost…I am hopeless

It isn’t my fault.

It takes forever to find a way out.

TWO

I walk down the same street.

There is a deep hole in the side walk.

I pretend I don’t see it.

I fall in again.

I can’t believe I’m in the same place.

But it isn’t my fault.

It still takes a long time to get out.

THREE

I walk down the same street.

There is a deep hole in the side walk.

I see it is there.

I still fall in…it’s a habit.

My eyes are open.

I know where I am.

It’s my fault.  (responsibility?)

I get out immediately.

FOUR

I walk down the same street.

There is a deep hole in the side walk.

I walk around it.

FIVE

I walk down another street.

Bandaged Place

Trust your wound to a Teacher’s surgery.

Flies collect on a wound. They cover it, 

those flies of your self-protecting feelings, 

your love for what you think is yours.

Let a Teacher wave way the flies

And put a plaster on the wound.

Don’t turn your head. Keep looking

At the bandaged place. That’s where

The Light enters you.

And don’t believe for a moment

that you’re healing yourself

Rumi, ‘Childhood Friends’

“Be Still” by Mark Hartley

while you worry about what each note means,

the band plays on.

you are running from a dog

who only chases because you run.

turn and face him.

though you hear the buzzing of the bee grow louder

be still.

do not fear a sting you have never felt,

you just might be a flower.

do not worry

about things falling into place.

where they fall

is the place

Bugs in a Bowl

Han Shan, that great and crazy, wonder-filled Chinese poet of a thousand years ago, said:

We're just like bugs in a bowl. All day going around never leaving their bowl.
I say, That's right! Every day climbing up  the steep sides, sliding back.

Over and over again. Around and around. Up and back down.

Sit in the bottom of the bowl, head in your hands, cry, moan, feel sorry for yourself.

Or. Look around. See your fellow bugs. Walk around.

Say, Hey, how you doin'? Say, Nice Bowl!
Be Mindful
Try to be mindful, and let things

Take their natural course. Then your

Mind will become still in any

Surroundings, like a clear forest 

Pool. All kinds of wonderful, rare 

animals will come to drink at 

the pool; and you will clearly see 

the nature of all things. You 

will see may strange and 

wonderful things come and go,

but you will be still. This is 

the happiness of the Buddha.

Ajahn Chan

Best season

Spring comes with flowers, autumn with the moon,

Summer with a breeze, winter with snow;

When useless things don't stick in the mind -

That is your best season.

The Body
Forget all your ideas of the body –

It’s this way and it’s that way.

Just be with any area of it,

This present body

As permeated with limitless space,

Drenched in freedom

Radiant Sutras

A Blessing for One who is Exhausted

By John O'Donohue

The tide you never valued has gone out.

And you are marooned on unsure ground.

Something within you has closed down;

And you cannot push yourself back to life.

You have been forced to enter empty time.

The desire that drove you has relinquished.

There is nothing else to do now but rest

And patiently learn to receive the self

You have forsaken for the race of days.

At first your thinking will darken

And sadness take over like listless weather.

The flow of unwept tears will frighten you.

You have traveled too fast over false ground;

Now your soul has come to take you back.

Take refuge in your senses, open up

To all the small miracles you rushed through.

Become inclined to watch the way of rain

When it falls slow and free.

Imitate the habit of twilight,

Taking time to open the well of colour

That fostered the brightness of day.

Draw alongside the silence of stone

Until its calmness can claim you.

Be excessively gentle with yourself.

Stay clear of those vexed in spirit.

Learn to linger around someone of ease

Who feels they have all the time in the world.

Gradually, you will return to yourself,

Having learned a new respect for your heart

And the joy that dwells far within slow time.

Birdsong

Birdsong brings relief

to my longing

I’m just as ecstatic as they are,

but with nothing to say!

Please universal soul, practice

some song or something through me!

Rumi
Birdwings

Your grief for what you’ve lost lifts a mirror

up to where you’re bravely working.

Expecting the worst, you look, and instead,

here’s the joyful face you have been waiting to see.

Your hand opens and closes and opens and closes.

If it were always a fist or always stretched open,

you would be paralysed.

Your deepest presence is in every small

contracting and expanding,

The two wings as beautifully balanced and co-ordinated

as birdwings.

Rumi

My Balm

I close my eyes and sigh, and here I am

Lying in the hammock of my heart

moving gently

with the soft air of my breath

When I fall

from my head

past my words 

I’m caught lovingly

by the hammock of my heart

and rocked to its rhythmic beat

It is my peace, my rest, my quiet

cradled in the hammock of my heart

It is constant, it is safe

to be held in the hammock of my heart

No place to go

Nothing to do

Nobody to please

It is my altar, my blessing, my balm

here in the hammock of my heart.

Jane Pujji
In Blackwater Woods

Look, the trees

are turning

their own bodies

into pillars

of light,

are giving off the rich

fragrance of cinnamon

and fulfillment,

the long tapers

of cattails

are bursting and floating away over

the blue shoulders

of the ponds,

and every pond,

no matter what its

name is, is

nameless now.

Every year

everything

I have ever learned

in my lifetime

leads back to this: the fires

and the black river of loss

whose other side

is salvation,

whose meaning

none of us will ever know.

To live in this world

you must be able

to do three things:

to love what is mortal;

to hold it

against your bones knowing

your own life depends on it;

and, when the time comes to let it go,

to let it go.

–Mary Oliver (American Primitive, 1983)
Break your heart no longer. 

Each time you judge yourself, you break your heart.

You stop feeding on the love that is the wellspring of your vitality, but now the time has come, your time to live, to celebrate and to see the goodness that you are. 

There is no evil, no wrong in you or in any other. There is only the thought of it, and the thought has no substance. 

If one comes in the name of truth, forgive the thought for it’s unknowing. Do not fight it, just let it go and breathe the goodness that you are.  Adapted from Kirpal Venanji, a Hindu Monk

The Bloom of the Present Moment

Thoreau (Walden)

 

There was a time when I could not sacrifice the bloom of the present moment to any work, whether of the head or hand. I love a broad margin to my life. Sometimes, in a summer morning having taken my accustomed bath. I sat in my sunny doorway from sunrise till noon, rapt in a reverie, amidst the pines and hickories and sumacs in undisturbed solitude and stillness, while the birds sang around or flirted noiseless through the house, until by the sun falling in at my west window, or the noise of some traveler's wagon on the distant highway, I was reminded of the lapse of time.

I grew in those seasons like corn in the night, and they were far better than any work of the hands would have been. They were not time subtracted from my life, but so much over and above my usual allowance. I realized what the Orientals mean by contemplation and the forsaking of works.

For the most part, I minded not how the hours went. The day advanced as if to light some work of mine; it was morning, and lo, now it is evening, and nothing memorable is accomplished. Instead of singing, like the birds, I silently smiled at my incessant good fortune. As the sparrow had it's trill, sitting on the hickory before my door, so I had my chuckle or suppressed warble which he might hear our of my nest.

The Black Snake

By Mary Oliver

When the black snake

flashed onto the morning road,

and the truck could not swerve--

death, that is how it happens.

Now he lies looped and useless

as an old bicycle tire.

I stop the car

and carry him into the bushes.

He is as cool and gleaming

as a braided whip, he is as beautiful and quiet

as a dead brother.

I leave him under the leaves

and drive on, thinking

about death: its suddenness,

its terrible weight,

its certain coming. Yet under

reason burns a brighter fire, which the bones

have always preferred.

It is the story of endless good fortune.

It says to oblivion: not me!

It is the light at the center of every cell.

It is what sent the snake coiling and flowing forward

happily all spring through the green leaves before

he came to the road.

Care take this moment.

Care take this moment.

Immerse yourself in its particulars.

Respond to this person, this challenge, this deed.

Quit the evasions.

Stop giving yourself needless trouble.

It is time to really live; to fully inhabit the situation you happen to be in now.

You are not some disinterested bystander.

Exert yourself.

Respect your partnership with providence.

Ask yourself often, How may I perform this particular deed

such that it would be consistent with and acceptable to the divine will?

Heed the answer and get to work.

When your doors are shut and your room is dark you are not alone.

The will of nature is within you as your natural genius is within.

Listen to its importunings.

Follow its directives.

As concerns the art of living, the material is your own life.

No great thing is created suddenly.

There must be time.

Give your best and always be kind.

~ Epictetus ~

Carl Sagan

 

"A while before his untimely death, Carl Sagan helped arrange for the Voyager spacecraft, far out beyond Pluto on the cold dark fringes of the Solar System, take a picture looking back from whence it came, of the Sun and its little family of planets, warming themselves about it. One of my fellow space freaks at NASA sent out [Sagan's observation] this week; here it is:

'We succeeded in taking that picture [from deep space], and, if you look at it, you see a dot. That's here. That's home. That's us. On it, everyone you ever heard of, every human being who ever lived, lived out their lives. The aggregate of all our joys and sufferings, thousands of confident religions, ideologies and economic doctrines, every hunter and forager, every hero and coward, every creator and destroyer of civilizations, every king and peasant, every young couple in love, every hopeful child, every mother and father, every inventor and explorer, every teacher of morals, every corrupt politician, every superstar, every supreme leader, every saint and sinner in the history of our species, lived there on a mote of dust, suspended in a sunbeam.

'The earth is a very small stage in a vast cosmic arena. Think of the rivers of blood spilled by all those generals and emperors so that in glory and in triumph they could become the momentary masters of a fraction of a dot. Think of the endless cruelties visited by the inhabitants of one corner of the dot on scarcely distinguishable inhabitants of some other corner of the dot. How frequent their misunderstandings, how eager they are to kill one another, how fervent their hatreds. Our posturing, our imagined self-importance, the delusion that we have some privileged position in the universe, are challenged by this point of pale light.

'Our planet is a lonely speck in the great enveloping cosmic dark. In our obscurity -- in all this vastness -- there is no hint that help will come from elsewhere to save us from ourselves. It is up to us. It's been said that astronomy is a humbling, and I might add, a character-building experience. To my mind, there is perhaps no better demonstration of the folly of human conceits than this distant image of our tiny world. To me, it underscores our responsibility to deal more kindly and compassionately with one another and to preserve and cherish that pale blue dot, the only home we've ever known.'

The Chance of Humming

A

man standing on two logs in a river

might do all right floating with the current

while humming in the

now.

Though

if one leg is tied to a camel,

who is also heading south along the bank – at the same pace –

all could still be well

with the world

unless the camel

thinks he forgot something, and

abruptly turns upstream,

then

uh-oh.

Most minds do not live in the present

and stick to a reasonable plan; most minds abruptly turn

and undermine the

chance

of 

humming.

Rumi
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Donot try to save
the whole world

or do anything grandiose.
Instead, create

aclearing

in the dense forest

of yourlife

and wait there

patiently,

until the song

that is your life

Jalls into your own cupped hands
‘and you recognize and greet .
Only then will you know

how to give yourself

to this world

50 worth of rescue.

by Martha Postlewaite




Chickpea to Cook 

A chickpea leaps almost over the rim of the pot 

where it's being boiled. 

"Why are you doing this to me?" 

The cook knocks him down with the ladle. 

"Don't you try to jump out. 

You think I'm torturing you. 

I'm giving you flavor, 

so you can mix with spices and rice 

and be the lovely vitality of a human being. 

"Remember when you drank rain in the garden. 

That was for this."

Grace first. Sexual pleasure, 

then a boiling new life begins, 

and the Friend has something good to eat. 

Eventually the chickpea 

will say to the cook, 

"Boil me some more. 

Hit me with the skimming spoon. 

I can't do this by myself. 

"I'm like an elephant that dreams of gardens 

back in Hindustan and doesn't pay attention 

to his driver. You're my cook, my driver, 

my way into existence. I love your cooking." 

The cook says, 

"I was once like you, 

fresh from the ground. Then I boiled in time, 

and boiled in the body, two fierce boilings. 

"My animal soul grew powerful. 

I controlled it with practices, 

and boiled some more, and boiled 

once beyond that, 

and became your teacher."

~Jalaluddin Rumi (translated by Coleman Barks)

Closest Friends

We who are

your closest friends

feel the time

has come to tell you

that every Thursday

we have been meeting;

as a group.

to devise ways

to keep you

in perpetual uncertainty

frustration

discontent and

torture

by neither Loving you

as much. As you want

nor cutting you adrift

Your analyst is in on it,

plus your boyfriend

and your ex-husband,

and we have pledged

to disappoint you

as long as you need us.

In announcing our

association

we realize we have

placed in your hands

a possible antidote

against uncertainty

indeed and against ourselves.

But since our Thursday nights

have brought us

to a community

of purpose

rare in itself

with you as

the natural center,

we feel hopeful you

will continue to make unreasonable

demands for affection

if not as a consequence

of your disastrous personality

then for the good of the collective.

Phillip Lopat

Committed
Until one is committed there is always hesitancy,

the chance to draw back, always ineffectiveness,

concerning all acts of initiative and creation,

there is one elementary truth, .

the ignorance of which kills countless ideas and splendid plans:

the moment one definitely commits oneself, then providence moves too.

All sorts of things occur to help that would never otherwise have occurred.

A whole stream of events issues from the decision,

raising to one's favor all manner of unforeseen accidents and meetings

and material assistance which no man could have dreamed

would come his way.

Whatever you can do or dream you can, begin it.

Boldness has genius, power and magic in it.

Goethe

You don’t need to leave your room.

Remain sitting at your table and listen.

Don’t even listen, simply wait.

Don’t even wait, be quite still and solitary.

The world will freely offer itself to you to be unmasked.

It has no choice.  It will roll in ecstasy at your feet.

Franz Kafka

Compassion

"Have compassion for everyone you meet,  even if they don't want it.  What seems conceit, bad manners, or cynicism  is always a sign of things no ears have heard,  no eyes have seen.   You do not know what wars are going on  down there where the spirit meets the bone."  
Miller Williams
The Cookie Thief

A woman was waiting at an airport one night,

With several long hours before her flight.

She hunted for a book in the airport shops,

Bought a bag of cookies and found a place to drop.

She was engrossed in her book but happened to see, 

That the man sitting beside her, as bold as could be.

Grabbed a cookie or two from the bag in between,

Which she tried to ignore to avoid a scene.

So she munched the cookies and watched the clock,

As the gutsy cookie thief diminished her stock.

She was getting more irritated as the minutes ticked by,

Thinking, “If I wasn’t so nice, I would blacken his eye.”

With each cookie she took, he took one too,

When only one was left, she wondered what he would do.

With a smile on his face, and a nervous laugh,

He took the last cookie and broke it in half.

He offered her half, as he ate the other,

She snatched it from him and thought…oooh, brother.

This guy has some nerve and he’s also rude,

Why he didn’t even show any gratitude!

She had never known when she had been so galled,

And signed with relief when her flight was called.

She gathered her belongings and headed to the gate,

Refusing to look back at that thieving ingrate.

She boarded the plane, and sank in her seat,

Then sought her book, which was almost complete.

As she reached in her baggage, she gasped with surprise,

There was her bag of cookies, in front of her eyes.

If mine are here, she moaned with despair,

The others were his, and he tried to share.

Too late to apologize, she realized with grief,

That she was the rude one, the ingrate, the thief.

Valerie Cox

The Cracked Pot 
 A Chinese Fable 
 
 A water bearer in China had two large pots, each hung on the ends of a pole 
 which he carried across his neck.  One pot had a crack in it, while the other pot was perfect and always delivered a full portion of water.  At the end of the long walk from the stream to the house, the cracked pot arrived only half full.  For a full two years this went on daily, with the bearer delivering only one and a half pots full of water to his house.  Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments, perfect for which it was made.  But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of its own imperfection, and miserable that it was able to accomplish only half of what it had been made to do.  After 2 years of what it perceived to be a bitter failure, it spoke to the water bearer one day by the stream... "I am ashamed of myself because this crack in my side causes water to leak out all the way back to your house The bearer said to the pot, "Did you notice that there were flowers only on your side of the path, but not on the other pot's side?  That's because I have always known about your flaw, and I planted flower seeds on your side of the path. Every day while we walk back, you've watered them. For two years I have been able to pick these beautiful flowers to decorate the table. "Without you being just the way you are, there would not be this beauty to grace the house.

Each of us has our own unique flaws. We're all cracked pots.  But it's the cracks and flaws we each have that make our lives together so very interesting and rewarding. You must take each person for what they are, and look for the good in each one.  For that reason I say...... Blessings to all my crackpot friends. 

Discomfort

Generally speaking, we regard discomfort in any form as bad news. But for practitioners or spiritual warriors, people who have a certain hunger to know what is true, feelings like disappointment, embarrassment, irritation, resentment, anger, jealousy, and fear, instead of being bad news, are actually very clear moments that teach us where it is that we are holding back.

They teach us to perk up and lean in when we feel we'd rather collapse and back away. They're like messengers that show us, with terrifying clarity, exactly where we're stuck. This very moment s the perfect teacher, and lucky for us, it's with us wherever we are.

Most of us do not take these situations as teachings. We automatically hate them. We run like crazy.

We are use to all kinds of escaping - all addictions stem from this moment when we meet our edge and we just can't stand it.

There are so many ways that have been dreamed up to entertain us away from the moment.

- Pema Chodron (When Things fall Apart)

	Deepest Fear

Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate.

Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure.

It is our light, not our darkness that most frightens us.

We ask ourselves, Who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous, talented, fabulous?

Actually, who are you not to be? You are a child of God.

Your playing small does not serve the world.

There is nothing enlightened about shrinking

so that other people won't feel insecure around you.

We are all meant to shine, as children do.

We were born to make manifest the glory of God that is within us.

It is not just in some of us; it is in everyone.

And as we let our own light shine,

we unconsciously give other people permission to do the same.

As we are liberated from our own fear, our presence automatically liberates others.

- by Marianne Williamson

(from "A Return To Love: Reflections on the Principles of A Course in Miracles")


Dance
But no, it was like telling the eye not to blink

The self held on to its perimeters, committed forever,

As if the reunion could not be reversed.

I jumped inside the ring, all of me. Dance, then, and I danced,

Till the room blurred like water, like blood, dance,

And I was leaning headlong into the universe,

Dance! The whole self was a current, a fragile cargo,

A raft someone was paddling through the jungle,

And I was there, waving, and I would be there at the other end.

Naomi Shahib Nye

Don’t meditate to fix yourself, to heal yourself, to improve yourself, to redeem yourself;  rather, do it as an act of love, of deep warm friendship to yourself.  In this way there is no longer any need for the subtle aggression of self-improvement, for the endless guilt of not doing enough.  It offers the possibility of an end to the ceaseless round of trying so hard that wraps so many people’s lives in a knot.  Instead there is now meditation as an act of love.  How endlessly delightful and encouraging. (Bob Sharples Meditation: Calming the Mind)

Don’t Come to Me with the Entire Truth

Don’t come to me with the entire truth.

Don’t bring the ocean if I feel thirsty,

Not heaven if I ask for light;

But bring a hint, some dew, a particle, 

As birds carry only drops away from water,

And the wind a grain of salt.

Olav H. Hauge

Do Not Try

Do not try to satisfy your vanity by teaching a great many things.

Put there just a spark.

If it is good combustible material,

It will catch fire!

Anatole France

Do It Anyway

People are often unreasonable, illogical, 

And self-centered; 

Forgive them anyway.

If you are kind, people may accuse you 

Of selfish, ulterior motives;

Be kind anyway.

If you are successful, you will win some

False friends and some true enemies; 

Succeed anyway.

If you are honest and frank

People may cheat you;

Be honest and frank anyway.

What you spend years building, 

someone could destroy overnight; 

Build anyway.

If you find serenity and happiness, 

they may be jealous; 

Be happy anyway.

The good you do today, 

people will often forget tomorrow; 

Do good anyway.

Give the world the best you have, 

and it may never be enough; 

Give the world the best you've got anyway.

You see, in the final analysis 

it is between you and God. It was never between you and them anyway. (Mother Theresa)

Dropping the Banana

All I have to do

Is let it go –

Like a falcon

Releasing a rabbit;

Like an athlete

Relinquishing a golden dream;

Like a hungry child

Tossing ripe mango into the sun.

All I have to do I dread.

What happens

If I can’t let it go?

What happens if I can?

Surely it is safer

Not to experiment –

For – see here-

I am not alone!

I recognise you, fellow monkeys,

Clinging to the thresholds

Of normality.

Rattling imprisoned limbs,

You dare me to desert.

All I have to do, I do.

Finger by finger

I loosen my grip.

I let it go.

There was no banana.

Only a fist

Contorted by fear,

Choking the innocent air.

Anne Merewood  (Participant in MBSR course)

“Eat bread and understand comfort.

Drink water, and understand delight.

Visit the garden where the scarlet trumpets

are opening their bodies for the hummingbirds

who are drinking the sweetness, who are

thrillingly gluttonous.

For one thing leads to another.

Soon you will notice how stones shine underfoot.

Eventually tides will be the only calendar you believe in.

And you will hear the air itself, like a beloved, whisper

Oh let me, for a while longer, enter the two

Beautiful bodies of your lungs…

The witchery of living

is my whole conversation

with you, my darlings.

All I can tell you is what I know.

Look, and look again.

This world is not just a little thrill for your eyes.

It’s more than bones.

It’s more than the delicate wrist with its personal pulse.

It’s more than the beating of a single heart.

It’s praising.

It’s giving until the giving feels like receiving.

You have a life–just imagine that!

You have this day, and maybe another, and maybe

still another…

We do one thing or another; we stay the same, or we

change.

Congratulations, if

you have changed.

Let me ask you this.

Do you also think that beauty exists for some

fabulous reason?

And, if you have not been enchanted by this adventure–

your life–

what would do for you?

What I loved in the beginning, I think, was mostly myself.

Never mind that I had to, since somebody had to.

That was many years ago.

Since then I have gone out from my confinements,

though with difficulty.

I mean the ones that thought to rule my heart.

I cast them out; I put them on the mush pile.

They will be nourishment somehow (everything is nourishment

somehow or another).

And I have become the child of the clouds, and of hope.

I have become the friend of the enemy, whoever that is.

I have become older and, cherishing what I have learned,

I have become younger.

And what do I risk to tell you this, which is all I know?

Love yourself. Then forget it. Then, love the world. ”

― Mary Oliver, Evidence: Poems
Enough

Enough. These few words are enough.

If not these words, this breath.

If not this breath, this sitting here.

This opening to the life

we have refused

again and again

until now.

Until now.

David Whyte, Where Many Rivers Meet

Everything is Waiting for You

David Whyte

Your great mistake is to act the drama 
as if you were alone.

As if life 
were a progressive and cunning crime 
with no witness to

the tiny hidden 
transgressions.

To feel abandoned is to deny 
the intimacy of your surroundings.

Surely, 
even you, at times, have felt the grand array; 
the swelling

presence, and the chorus, crowding 
out your solo voice

You must note 
the way the soap dish enables you, 
or the window latch

grants you freedom.

Alertness is the hidden discipline of familiarity.

The stairs are your mentor of things 
to come, the doors have always

been there 
to frighten you and invite you, 
and the tiny speaker in

the phone 
is your dream-ladder to divinity.

Put down the weight of your aloneness and ease into 
the

conversation.

The kettle is singing 
even as it pours you a drink, the cooking pots

have left their arrogant aloofness and 
seen the good in you at last.

All the birds 
and creatures of the world are unutterably

themselves.

Everything is waiting for you.

Everything changes
Everything changes.  You can make

A fresh start with your final breath.

But what has happened has happened.  And the water

You have poured into the wine cannot be

Drained off again.

What has happened has happened.  And the water

You have poured into the wine cannot be

Drained off again...but

Everything changes.  You can make

A fresh start with your final breath.

Bertolt Brecht

Einstein story

An ordained Rabbi had written (to Einstein) explain that he had sought in vain to comfort his 19 year old daughter over the death of her sister, “a sinless, beautiful 16 year old child.”

“A human being”, wrote Einstein in reply, “is a art of the whole, called by us, the Universe, a part limited in time and space. He experiences himself, this thoughts and feelings as something separated from the rest – a kind of optical delusion of his consciousness.  This delusion is a kind of prison for us.  Our task must be to free ourselves from this prison by widening our circle of compassion to embrace all living creatures and the whole nature in its beauty.  Nobody is able to achieve this completely, but the striving for such achievement is in itself a part of the liberation and a foundation of inner security.

The Five Elements – Ken McCloud

Stubborn and stiff, I avoid hollow uncertainty.
Underneath the ground quakes and I lose my footing.
As long as I grasp, life seems to be stable,
But it just means I’m stuck and have no way to move.

When my mind is the gold dakini of earth,
I see these reactions to be the phantoms they are.
Everything is experience, as rich as a jewel.
There is no ground and I can rest right here.

Attempts to disperse and deflect what arises
Leave me feeling assaulted and at risk of being swept away.
Wriggling this way and that, I try to sidestep it
But I run out of room and freeze where I stand.

When my mind is the silver dakini of water,
I see these reactions to be the phantoms they are.
In the mirror of mind what appears is just there.
Free from fear I see clearly how all things are.

A consuming intensity masks a heart-wrenching loneliness.
Lost in a desert, there is no one around.
The slightest sensation ignites a devouring inferno,
Burning completely to ash all that is here.

When my mind is the ruby dakini of fire,
I see these reactions to be the phantoms they are.
The reddest of roses is a heart that just knows.
Taking every detail in, I’m not separate or alone.

In frenetic activity I hide because I cannot stand where I am.
Fleeing from ruin, I fall and keep falling.
I find one thing to do and then another and another,
Soon torn to bits in doing that does nothing.

When my mind is the emerald dakini of air,
I see these reactions to be the phantoms they are.
Like a sword, effective action cuts through all problems.
What needs to be done and the doing are one.

In a black hole I am overwhelmed and bewildered.
Terrified at not being, I go blank and know nothing.
Not knowing what to do, I go completely to pieces:
Mere dust, now, scattered, through all space and time.

When my mind is the sapphire dakini of void,
I see these reactions to be the phantoms they are.
A white shining circle reveals that nothing is missing.
In the totality of knowing, presence is always just there.

The Felt Sense Prayer

Leah O'Connor


Heard this poem on a podcast I was listening to before bed. Learning the art of mindfulness and self-care is invaluable — and I love these words.
“I am the pain in your head, the knot in your stomach, the unspoken grief in your smile.

I am your high blood sugar, your elevated blood pressure, your fear of challenge, your lack of trust.

I am your hot flashes, your cold hands and feet, your agitation and your fatigue.

I am your shortness of breath, your fragile low back, the cramp in your neck, the despair in your sigh.

I am the pressure on your heart, the pain down your arm, your bloated abdomen, your constant hunger.

I am where you hurt, the fear that persists, your sadness of dreams unfulfilled.

I am your symptoms, the causes of your concern, the signs of imbalance, your condition of dis-ease.

You tend to disown me, suppress me, ignore me, inflate me, coddle me, condemn me.

I am not coming forth for myself as I am not separate from all that is you.

I come to garner your attention, to enjoin your embrace so I can reveal my secrets.

I have only your best interests at heart as I seek health and wholeness by simply announcing myself.

You usually want me to go away immediately, to disappear, to sleek back into obscurity.

You mostly are irritated or frightened and many times shocked by my arrival.

From this stance you medicate in order to eradicate me.

Ignoring me, not exploring me, is your preferred response.

More times than not I am only the most recent notes of a long symphony, the most evident branches of roots that have been challenged for seasons.

So I implore you, I am a messenger with good news, as disturbing as I can be at times.

I am wanting to guide you back to those tender places in yourself,

the place where you can hold yourself with compassion and honesty.

If you look beyond my appearance you may find that I am a voice from your soul.

Calling to you from places deep within that seek your conscious alignment.

I may ask you to alter your diet, get more sleep, exercise regularly, breathe more consciously.

I might encourage you to see a vaster reality and worry less about the day to day fluctuations of life.

I may ask you to explore the bonds and the wounds of your relationships.

I may remind you to be more generous and expansive or to attend to protecting your heart from insult.

I might have you laugh more, spend more time in nature, eat when you are hungry and less when pained or bored, spend time every day, if only for a few minutes, being still.

Wherever I lead you, my hope is that you will realize that success will not be measured by my eradication, but by the shift in the internal landscape from which I emerge.

I am your friend, not your enemy. I have no desire to bring pain and suffering into your life.

I am simply tugging at your sleeve, too long immune to gentle nudges.

I desire for you to allow me to speak to you in a way that enlivens your higher instincts for self-care.

My charge is to energize you to listen to me with the sensitive ear and heart

of a mother attending to her precious baby.

You are a being so vast, so complex, with amazing capacities for self-regulation and healing.

Let me be one of the harbingers that lead you to the mysterious core of your being

where insight and wisdom are naturally available when called upon with a sincere heart.”

THE FOURTH SIGN OF THE ZODIAC (PART 3)

Mary Oliver

I know, you never intended to be in this world.

But you’re in it all the same.

So why not get started immediately.

I mean, belonging to it.

There is so much to admire, to weep over.

And to write music or poems about.

Bless the feet that take you to and fro.

Bless the eyes and the listening ears.

Bless the tongue, the marvel of taste.

Bless touching.

You could live a hundred years, it’s happened.

Or not.

I am speaking from the fortunate platform

of many years,

none of which, I think, I ever wasted.

Do you need a prod?

Do you need a little darkness to get you going?

Let me be as urgent as a knife, then,

and remind you of Keats,

so single of purpose and thinking, for a while,

he had a lifetime.
Fire 

What makes a fire burn 

is space between the logs, 

a breathing space. 

Too much of a good thing, 

too many logs 

packed in too tight 

can douse the flames 

almost as surely 

as a pail of water would. 

So building fires 

requires attention 

to the spaces in between, 

as much as to the wood. 

When we are able to build 

open spaces 

in the same way 

we have learned 

to pile on the logs, 

then we can come to see how 

it is fuel, and absence of the fuel 

together, that make fire possible. 

We only need to lay a log 

lightly from time to time. 

A fire 

grows 

simply because the space is there, 

with openings 

in which the flame 

that knows just how it wants to burn 

     can find its way.

Judy Brown

The Five Remembrances

I am sure to die.

I cannot avoid death.

I am sure to become sick.

I cannot avoid sickness.

I am sure to grow old.

I cannot avoid ageing

All things dear and beloved to me

Are subject to change and separation.

I am the owner of my action actions.

I will become the heir of my actions.

Anguttara Nikay

I am of the nature to grow old.

I am of the nature to have ill health.

I am of the nature to die.

Everything and everyone around me is of the nature to change.

My actions are my only true belongings.  I cannot escape the consequences of my actions.

Thich Nhat Hahn

For Our World


We need to stop.

Just Stop.

Stop for a moment

Before anybody

Says or does anything

That may hurt anyone else.

We need to be silent.

Just silent,

Silent for a moment

Before we forever lose

The blessing of songs

That grow in our hearts.

We need to notice.

Just notice.

Notice for a moment

Before the future slips away

Into ashes and dust of humility.

Stop, be silent, and notice

In so many ways, we are the same.

Our differences are unique treasures.

We have, we are, a mosaic of gifts

To nurture, to offer, to accept.

We need to be.

Just be.

Be for a moment

Kind and gentle, innocent and trusting,

Like children and lambs,

Never judging or vengeful.

And now, let us pray,

Differently, yet together,

Before there is no earth, no life,

No chance for peace. 


Mattie J. T.  Stepanek
September 12, 2001 (aged 11)
From  Disjecta Membra

Take a loose rein and a deep seat,

John, my father-in-law, would say

To someone starting out on a long journey, 

meaning take it easy,

Relax, let what’s taking you take you.

I think of landscape incessantly,

Mountains and rivers, lost lakes

Where sunsets festoon and override,

The scald of summer wheat fields, 

light licked and poppy-smeared.

Sunlight surrounds me and winter birds

doodle and peck in the dead grass.

I’m emptied, ready to go. Again

I tell myself what I’ve told myself for 

almost thirty years-

Listen to John, do what the clouds do.

Fearing Paris
Suppose that what you fear

could be trapped,

and held in Paris.

Then you would have the courage to go

everywhere in the world.

All the directions of the compass

open to you,

except the degrees east or west

of true north

that lead to Paris.

Still, you wouldn’t dare

put your toes

smack dab on the city limit line.

You’re not really willing

to stand on a mountainside

miles away, and watch the Paris lights

come up at night.

Just to be on the safe side,

you decide to stay completely 

out of France.

But then the danger 

seems too close

even to those boundaries,

and you feel

the timid part of you covering 

the whole globe again.

You need the kind of friend

who learns your secret and says,

See Paris first

Truman M. Cooper

I Found a Dead Fox
Mary Oliver

I found a dead fox

beside the gravel road,

curled inside the big

iron wheel

of an old tractor

that has been standing,

for years,

in the vines at the edge

of the road.

I don't know

what happened to it -

when it came there

or why it lay down

for good, settling

its narrow chin

on the rusted rim

of the iron wheel

to look out

over the fields,

and that way died -

but I know

this: its posture -

of looking,

to the last possible moment,

back into the world -

made me want

to sing something

joyous and tender

about foxes.

But what happened is this -

when I began,

when I crawled in

through the honeysuckle

and lay down

curling my long spine

inside that cold wheel,

and touched the dead fox,

and looked out

into the wide fields,

the fox

vanished.

There was only myself

and the world,

and it was I

who was leaving.

And what could I sing

then?

Oh, beautiful world!

I just lay there

and looked at it.

And then it grew dark.

That day was done with.

And then the stars stepped forth

and held up their appointed

fires -

those hot, hard

watchmen of the night.

The Frog, That Naked Creature 
The frog, that naked creature, 

Arouses immediate pity; 

He does not burst except in fables, but 

He looks as if he might, 

So violent his anxiety, 

So exposed his nature. 

His brilliant eyes look wildly out 

As if the pulse were leaping from his throat. 

We feel his being more, now 

We have grown so vulnerable, 

Have become so wholly exposed with the years 

To primeval powers; 

These storms are often terrible, 

Followed by sudden snow. 

It is alarming to feel the soul 

Leap to the surface and find no sheltering wall. 

Is this growth, we wonder? 

But it makes us tremble, 

Because we are not able to conceal 

The rage, the fear we feel, 

Nor able to dissemble 

Those claps of thunder 

When we are seized and shaken beyond our will 

By the secret demon or the secret angel. 

To show the very pulse 

Of thought alive, 

Transparent as the frog whose every mood 

Glows through his cold red blood- 

For whom we grieve 

Because he has no walls- 

Giving up pride, to endure shame and pity, 

Is this a valid choice, choice of maturity?  

May Sarton

Forget about enlightenment
Sit down wherever you are
And listen to the wind singing in your veins.
Feel the love, the longing, the fear in your bones.
Open your heart to who you are, right now,
Not who you would like to be,
Not the saint you are striving to become,
But the being right here before you, inside you, around you.
All of you is holy.
You are already more and less
Than whatever you can know.
Breathe out,
Touch in,
Let go. 
 
John Welwood
From The Sabbath Poems

1979:  I

I go among trees and sit still.

All my stirring becomes quiet

Around me like circles on water.

My tasks lie in their places

Where I left them, asleep like cattle.

Then what is afraid of me comes

And lives a while in my sight.

What it fears in me leaves me,

And the fear of me leaves it.

It sings, and I hear its song.

Then what I am afraid of comes.

I live for a while in its sight.

What I fear in it leaves it,

And the fear of it leaves me.

It sings, and I hear its song.

After days of labor, 

Mute in my consternations,

I hear my song at last,

And I sing it. As we sing,

the day turns, the trees move.

1997:  VII

There is a day 

When the road neither

Comes nor goes, and the way 

Is not a way but a place.

From Wendell Berry, A Timbered Choir (New York: Counterpoint. 1998)

The Good Ancestor

Every day I walk the hundred years to the hill where my great- great granddaughter sits. 

I carry words of blessing and reach to touch her back. 

But feeling me near she turns, 

sad eyed and heavy with grief 

“What was it like?”  she asks , “When the great whales swam 

 when the birds sang you awake 

 when the rains came soft 

 and the soil smelt sweet underfoot?” 

And the blessings catch in my throat. 

On darker days she turns, 

her famished face charred 

and eyes, sunk in their bony orbits, burned with curses.

And the blessings froth at my mouth 

with the poisonous spume of betrayal. 

On the darkest of all days I walk the hundred years 

and find no one there. 

Let today be the bright day. 

Let today be the bright day I lay my hand upon her back 

And, feeling me there she turns and blesses me, 

saying  “Your love was fierce enough, sweet ancestor, your love was fierce enough.”

Daverick Leggett 

The Guest-House

This being human is a guest-house

Every morning a new arrival.

A joy, a depression, a meanness,

some momentary awareness comes

as an unexpected visitor.

Welcome and entertain them all!

Even if they're a crowd of sorrows,

who violently sweep your house

empty of its furniture,

still, treat each guest honorably.

He may be clearing you

out for some new delight.

The dark thought, the shame, the malice,

meet them at the door laughing,

and invite them in.

Be grateful for whoever comes,

because each has been sent

as a guide from beyond.

Say I Am You: Poetry Interspersed with Stories of Rumi and Shams, Translated by

John Moyne and Coleman Barks (Maypop, 1994).

GOD poems – Rilke

“God speaks to each of us as he makes us,

then walks with us silently out of the night.

These are the words we dimly hear:

You, sent out beyond your recall,

go to the limits of your longing.

Embody me.

Flare up like a flame

and make big shadows I can move in.

Let everything happen to you: beauty and terror.

Just keep going. No feeling is final.

Don't let yourself lose me.

Nearby is the country they call life.

You will know it by its seriousness.

Give me your hand.” 

― Rainer Maria Rilke, Rilke's Book of Hours: Love Poems to God
“I want my own will, and I want

simply to be with my will,

as it goes toward action.

And in the silent, sometimes hardly moving times,

when something is coming near,

I want to be with those who know

secret things or else alone...

I want to unfold.

I don’t want to be folded anywhere,

because where I am folded,

there I am a lie.” 

― Rainer Maria Rilke, Rilke's Book of Hours: Love Poems to God
“If we surrendered

to earth’s intelligence

we could rise up rooted, like trees.

Instead we entangle ourselves

in knots of our own making

and struggle, lonely and confused.

So like children, we begin again...

to fall,

patiently to trust our heaviness.

Even a bird has to do that

before he can fly.” 

― Rainer Maria Rilke, Rilke's Book of Hours: Love Poems to God
“I live my life in widening circle

That reach out across the world. 

I may not ever complete the last one,

But I give myself to it. 

I circle around God, that primordial tower.

I have been circling for thousands of years,

And I still don't know: am I a falcon,

A storm, or a great song? [I, 2]” 

― Rainer Maria Rilke, Rilke's Book of Hours: Love Poems to God
“You, darkness, of whom I am born- I love you more than the flame that limits the world to the circle it illumines and excludes the rest.” 

― Rainer Maria Rilke, Rilke's Book of Hours: Love Poems to God
“How surely gravity's law,

strong as an ocean current,

takes hold of the smallest thing

and pulls it toward the heart of the world.

Each thing---

each stone, blossom, child---

is held in place.

Only we, in our arrogance,

push out beyond what we each belong to

for some empty freedom.

If we surrendered

to earth's intelligence

we could rise up rooted, like trees.

Instead we entangle ourselves

in knots of our own making

and struggle, lonely and confused.

So like children, we begin again

to learn from the things,

because they are in God's heart;

they have never left him.

This is what the things can teach us:

to fall,

patiently to trust our heaviness.

Even a bird has to do that

before he can fly.” 

― Rainer Maria Rilke, Rilke's Book of Hours: Love Poems to God
“No waiting the beyond, no peering toward it,

but longing to degrade not even death;

we shall learn earthliness, and serve its ends,

to feel its hands about us like a friend's.” 

― Rainer Maria Rilke, Poems from the Book of Hours
“I am too alone in the world, and yet not alone enough

to make every moment holy.

I am too tiny in this world, and not tiny enough

just to lie before you like a thing,

shrewd and secretive.

I want my own will, and I want simply to be with my will,

as it goes toward action;

and in those quiet, sometimes hardly moving times,

when something is coming near,

I want to be with those who know secret things

or else alone.

I want to be a mirror for your whole body,

and I never want to be blind, or to be too old

to hold up your heavy and swaying picture.

I want to unfold.

I don’t want to stay folded anywhere,

because where I am folded, there I am a lie.

and I want my grasp of things to be

true before you. I want to describe myself

like a painting that I looked at

closely for a long time,

like a saying that I finally understood,

like the pitcher I use every day,

like the face of my mother,

like a ship

that carried me

through the wildest storm of all.” 

― Rainer Maria Rilke, Rilke's Book of Hours: Love Poems to God
"All Will Come Again"
by Rainer Maria Rilke

"All will come again into its strength:

the fields undivided, the waters undammed,

the trees towering and the walls built low.

And in the valleys, people as strong and varied as the land.

And no churches where God

is imprisoned and lamented

like a trapped and wounded animal.

The houses welcoming all who knock

and a sense of boundless offering

in all relations, and in you and me.

No yearning for an afterlife, no looking beyond,

no belittling of death,

but only longing for what belongs to us

and serving earth, lest we remain unused."
Go to the Limits of Your Longing

Rainer Maria Rilke
God speaks to each of us as he makes us,
then walks with us silently out of the night.

These are the words we dimly hear:

You, sent out beyond your recall,
go to the limits of your longing.
Embody me.

Flare up like a flame
and make big shadows I can move in.

Let everything happen to you: beauty and terror.
Just keep going. No feeling is final.
Don’t let yourself lose me.

Nearby is the country they call life.
You will know it by its seriousness.

Give me your hand.

Book of Hours, I 59

Hokusai Says  by Roger Keyes
Hokusai says Look carefully.

He says pay attention, notice.

He says keep looking, stay curious.

He says there is no end to seeing.

He says Look forward to getting old.

He says keep changing,

you just get more who you really are.

He says get stuck, accept it, repeat

yourself as long as it's interesting.

He says keep doing what you love.

He says keep praying.

He says every one of us is a child,

every one of us is ancient,

every one of us has a body.

He says every one of us is frightened.

He says every one of us has to find

a way to live with fear.

He says everything is alive -

shells, buildings, people, fish,

mountains, trees. Wood is alive.

Water is alive.

Everything has its own life.

Everything lives inside us.

He says live with the world inside you.

He says it doesn't matter if you draw,

or write books. It doesn't matter

if you saw wood, or catch fish.

It doesn't matter if you sit at home

and stare at the ants on your verandah

or the shadows or the trees

and grasses in our garden.

It matters that you care.

It matters that you notice.

It matters that life lives

through you.

Contentment is Life living through you.

Joy is life living through you.

Satisfaction and strength

is life living through you.

Peace is life living through you.

He says don't be afraid.

Don't be afraid.

Look, feel, let life take you by the hand.

Let life live through you.

How To Belong Be Alone

by Pádraig Ó Tuama

Listen

It all begins with knowing nothing lasts forever, 
so you might as well start packing now. 
In the meantime, 
practice being alive.

There will be a party 
where you’ll feel like 
nobody’s paying you attention. 
And there will be a party 
where attention’s all you’ll get. 
What you need to do 
is to remember 
to talk to yourself 
between these parties.

And, again, there will be a day, — a decade — 
where you won’t fit in with your body 
even though you’re in 
the only body you’re in.

You need to control 
your habit of forgetting 
to breathe.

Remember when you were younger 
and you practiced kissing on your arm? 
You were on to something then. 
Sometimes harm knows its own healing 
Comfort knows its own intelligence. 
Kindness too. It needs no reason.

There is a you 
telling you another story of you. 
Listen to her.

Where do you feel 
anxiety in your body? 
The chest? The fist? The dream before waking? 
The head that feels like it’s at the top of the swing 
or the clutch of gut like falling 
& falling & falling and falling 
It knows something: you’re dying. 
Try to stay alive.

For now, touch yourself. 
I’m serious.

Touch your 
self. 
Take your hand 
and place your hand some place 
upon your body. 
And listen 
to the community of madness 
that you are. 
You are such an 
interesting conversation.

You belong here.

Human beings

"After all, human beings are not in the world to succeed, to be more secure, to tame the Earth, to build big commercial structures, or crash into them to find God.

Humans are not here to become relaxed and comfortable, to purify themselves or anybody else, to become immortal, or get their way.

Humans are here to become complex, simple-living beautiful things into which the Holy cannot resist crashing, because in the divine collision of God's desire with our beauty, the world jumps back into flower, with all its

detours

griefs

joys

pains

reliefs

breakthroughs

and ironies

as its accepted petals."

Long Life, Honey in the Heart.

Martin Prechtel (with additions by Susan Murphy)

So Much Happiness
It is difficult to know what to do with so much happiness. With sadness there is something to rub against, A wound to tend with lotion and cloth. When the world falls in around you, you have pieces to pick up, Something to hold in your hands, like ticket stubs or change.But happiness floats. It doesn’t need you to hold it down. It doesn’t need anything. Happiness lands on the roof of the next house, singing, And disappears when it wants to. You are happy either way. Even the fact that you once lived in a peaceful tree house And now live over a quarry of noise and dust Cannot make you unhappy. Everything has a life of its own, It too could wake up filled with possibilities Of coffee cake and ripe peaches, And love even the floor which needs to be swept, The soiled linens and scratched records….
Since there is no place large enough  To contain so much happiness, You shrug, you raise your hands, and it flows out of you Into everything you touch. You are not responsible. You take no credit, as the night sky takes no credit For the moon, but continues to hold it, and to share it, And in that way, be known.
~ Naomi Shihab Nye ~
"Humility is not necessarily considering ourselves less important or valuable than other people. It is not a lack of self-esteem; nor is it a form of modest behavior, and it is not the result of humiliation.

Humility is the right attitude of the finite to the Infinite, the conditioned to the Unconditioned, the part to the Whole. Humility is our awareness of our dependence on something greater than ourselves, and our interdependence with our fellow human beings and all of life." --Kabir Helminski, The Knowing Heart: A Sufi Path of Transformation

 I am not I

I am not I.

I am this one

Walking beside me whom I do not see,

Whom at times I manage to visit,

And whom at other times I forget;

The one who remains silent when I talk,

The one who forgives, sweet, when I hate,

The one who takes a walk where I am not,

The one who will remain standing when I die.

Juan Ramon Jimenez

Translated by Robert Sly

IN THE TIME OF PANDEMIC

And the people stayed home. And they read books, and listened, and rested, and exercised, and made art, and played games, and learned new ways of being, and were still. And they listened more deeply. Some meditated, some prayed, some danced. Some met their shadows. And the people began to think differently.

And the people healed. And, in the absence of people living in ignorant, dangerous, mindless, and heartless ways, the earth began to heal.

And when the danger passed, and the people joined together again, they grieved their losses, and made new choices, and dreamed new images, and created new ways to live, and they healed the earth fully, as they had been healed.

KINTSUGI

I practice kintsugi

by learning to pour gold

in all the cracks of my body

and repair my fractured heart, 

knowing the shattered parts

hold all my scars, 

learning how broken

things carry so much beauty.

Prema Bangera

HOLDING BACK

"You can hold yourself back from the sufferings of the world, that is something you are free to do and it accords with your nature,  but perhaps this very holding back  is the one suffering you could avoid".  Franz Kafka

I have changed my mind about a hundred things. Effort in meditation is one example. I used to think that to become free you had to practice like a samurai warrior, but now I understand that you have to practice like a devoted mother of a newborn child. It takes the same energy but has a completely different quality. It's compassion and presence rather than having to defeat the enemy in battle.

Jack Kornfield: Samurai/mother

I Can Wait

“I exist as I am, that is enough,

If no other in the world be aware I sit content,

And if each and all be aware I sit content.

One world is aware, and by far the largest to me, and that

is myself.

And whether I come to my own today or in ten thousand

or ten million years,

I can cheerfully take it now, or with equal cheerfulness,

I can wait.”

Walt Whitman

I Said to My Soul

I said to my soul, be still, and wait without hope for hope

would be hope for the wrong thing; wait without love

For love would be love of the wrong thing; there is yet faith

But the faith and the love and the hope are all in the waiting.

Wait without thought, for you are not ready for thought:

So the darkness shall be the light, and the stillness the dancing.

· T.S. Eliot (East Coker)

I Am That

There is only one mistake you are making:

you take the inner for the outer and outer for the inner.

What is in you, you take to be outside you

and what is outside, you take to be in you.

The mind and feelings are external,

but you take them to be intimate.

You believe the world to be objective,

while it is entirely a projection of your psyche.

That is the basic confusion . . .

– Sri Nisargadatta Maharaj (I Am That)

Inner Strength

If you can start the day without caffeine or pep pills,

If you can be cheerful, ignoring aches and pains,

If you can resist complaining and boring people with your troubles,

If you can eat the same food everyday and be grateful for it,

If you can understand when loved ones are too busy to give you time,

If you can overlook when people take things out on you when,

through no fault of yours, something goes wrong,

If you can take criticism and blame without resentment,

If you can face the worlds without lies and deceit,

If you can conquer tension without medical help,

If you can relax without liquor, if you can sleep without the aid of drugs,

If you can do of all these things,

Then you are probably the family dog.

If Something is Boring

“If something is boring after two minutes, try it for four. If still boring, then eight. Then sixteen. Then thirty-two. Eventually one discovers that it is not boring at all.” 
“The greatest discovery of my generation is that man can alter his life simply by altering his attitude of mind.”

William James

I’d pick more Daisies

If I had my life to live over again, I’d try to make

more mistakes next time,

I would relax; I would limber up; I would be sillier than 

I have been on this trip………..

I know of very few things I would take seriously………

I would take more trips,  I would be crazier………

I would climb more mountains, swim more rivers and 

watch more sunsets……….

I would do more walking and looking.  I would eat more ice cream and 

less beans……

I would have more actual troubles and fewer imaginary ones……..

You see, I’m one of those people who live life prophylactically and sensibly hour after hour, day after day.  Oh, I’ve had my moments, and if I had to do it ally over again, I’d try to have nothing else, just moments, one after another…….instead of living so many years ahead each day.  I’ve been one of those people who never go anywhere without a thermometer, a hot water bottle, a gargle, a raincoat, aspirin and a parachute.

If I had to do it all over again, I would go places, do things and 

travel lighter than I have…..

If I had to live my life over I would start barefooted earlier in the Spring and stay later in the Autumn…..

I would play hookey more…….

I wouldn’t make such good grades, except by accident.

I would ride on more merry-go-rounds…

I’d pick more daisies.

Nadine Stair (aged 85)

In the Arms of the Beloved
Gone to the Unseen

At last you have departed and gone to the Unseen.

What marvelous route did you take from this world?

Beating your wings and feathers,

you broke free from this cage.

Rising up to the sky

you attained the world of the soul.

You were a prized falcon trapped by an Old Woman.

Then you heard the drummer’s call

and flew beyond space and time.

As a lovesick nightingale, you flew among the owls.

Then came the scent of the rose garden 

and you flew off to meet the Rose.

The wine of this fleeting world

caused your head to ache.

Finally you joined the tavern of Eternity.

Like an arrow,  you sped from the bow

and went straight for the bull’s eye of bliss.

This phantom world gave you false signs

But you turned from the illusion

and journeyed to the land of truth.

You are now the Sun –

what need have you for a crown?

You have vanished from this world –

what need have you to tie your robe?

I’ve heard that you can barely see your soul.

But why look at all?-

yours is now the Soul of Souls!

O heart, what a wonderful bird you are.

Seeking divine heights,

Flapping your wings,

you smashed the pointed spears of your enemy.

The flowers flee from Autumn, but not you –

You are the fearless rose

that grows amidst the freezing wind.

Pouring down like the rain of heaven

you fell upon the rooftop of this world.

Then you ran in every direction

and escaped through the drain spout…

Now the words are over 

and the pain they bring is gone.

Now you have gone to rest

in the arms of the Beloved.

Rumi
I live my life ….

I live my life in widening circles 
that reach out across the world. 
I may not complete this last one 
but I give myself to it.
I circle around God, around the primordial tower.

 I've been circling for thousands of years 
and I still don't know: am I a falcon, 
a storm, or a great song?
Book of Hours, I 2

Quiet friend who has come so far, 
feel how your breathing makes more space around you. 
Let this darkness be a bell tower 
and you the bell. As you ring,
what batters you becomes your strength. 
Move back and forth into the change. 
What is it like, such intensity of pain?

 If the drink is bitter, turn yourself to wine.
In this uncontainable night, 
be the mystery at the crossroads of your senses, 
the meaning discovered there.
And if the world has ceased to hear you, 
say to the silent earth: I flow. 
To the rushing water, speak: I am.
Sonnets  II

The Incident of the Fish
Here is an excerpt from David McCullough’s Brave Companions on the 19th century American scientist Louis Agassiz’s manner of teaching.

He intended, he said, to teach students to see – to observe and compare – and he intended to put the burden of study on them. Probably he never said what he is best know for, “Study nature, not books,” or not in those exact words. But such certainly was the essence of his creed, and for his students the idea was firmly implanted by what they would afterward refer to as “the incident of the fish.”

…Agassiz would ask the student when he would like to begin. If the answer was now, the student was immediately presented with a dead fish – usually a very long dead, pickled, evil-smelling specimen—personally selected by “the master” from one of the wide-mouthed jars that lined his shelves. The fish was placed before the student in a tin pan. He was to look at the fish, the student was cold, whereupon Agassiz would leave, hot to return until later in the day, if at all.

Samuel Scudder, one of the many from the school who would go on to do important work of their own (his in entomology), described the experience as one of life’s turning points.

In ten minutes I had seen all that could be seen in that fish…Half an hour passed – an hour – another hour; the fish began to look loathsome. I turned it over and around; looked it in the face – ghastly; from behind, beneath, above, sideways, at three-quarters view – just as ghastly. I was in despair.

I might not use a magnifying glass; instruments of all kinds were interdicted. My two hands, my two eyes, and the fish: it seemed a most limited field. I pushed my finger down its throat to feel how sharp the teeth were. I began to count the scales in different rows, until I was convinced that that was nonsense. At last a happy though struck me – I would draw the fish, and now with surprise I began to discover new features in the creature.

When Agassiz returned later and listened to Scudder recount what he had observed, his only comment was that young man must look again.

I was piqued; I was mortified. Still more o that wretched fish! But now I set myself to my task with a will, and discovered one new thing after another….The afternoon passed quickly; and when, toward its close, the professor inquired: “Do you see it yet?”

“No,” I replied, “I am certain I do not, but I see how little I saw before.”

The day following, having thought of the fish through most of the night, Scudder had a brainstorm.

The fish, he announced to Agassiz, had symmetrical sides with paired organs.

“Of course, of course!” Agassiz said, obviously pleased. Scudder asked what he might do next, and Agassiz replied, “Oh, look at your fish!”

In Scudder’s case the lesson lasted a full three days. “Look, look, look,” was the repeated injunction and the best lesson he ever had, Scudder recalled, “a legacy the professor had left me, as he had left it to many others, of inestimable value, which we could not buy, with which we cannot part.” 

In Time Like Air 

Consider the mysterious salt: 

In water it must disappear. 

It has no self. It knows no fault. 

Not even sight may apprehend it. 

No one may gather it or spend it. 

It is dissolved and everywhere. 

 

But, out of water into air, 

It must resolve into a presence, 

Precise and tangible and here. 

Faultlessly pure, faultlessly white, 

It crystallizes in our sight 

And has defined itself to essence. 

 

What element dissolves the soul 

So it may be both found and lost, 

In what suspended as a whole? 

What is the element so blest 

That there identity can rest 

As salt in the clear water cast? 

 

Love, in its early transformation, 

And only love, may so design it 

That the self flows in pure sensation, 

Is all dissolved, and found at last 

Without a future or a past, 

And a whole life suspended in it. 

 

The faultless crystal of detachment 

Comes after, cannot be created 

Without the first intense attachment. 

Even the saints achieve this slowly; 

For us, more human and less holy, 

In time like air is essence stated. 

May Sarton, Collected Poems 1992

It Was Like This: You Were Happy

 

It was like this:

you were happy, then you were sad,

then happy again, then not.

It went on.

You were innocent or you were guilty.

Actions were taken, or not.

At times you spoke, at other times you were silent.

Mostly, it seems you were silent - what could you say?

Now it is almost over.

Like a lover, your life bends down and kisses your life.

It does this not in forgiveness - 

between you there is nothing to forgive - 

but with the simple nod of a baker at the moment

he sees the bread is finished with transformation.

Eating, too, is a thing now only for others.

It doesn't matter what they will make of you

or your days: they will be wrong,

they will miss the wrong woman, miss the wrong man,

all the stories they tell will be tales of their

own invention.

 

Your story was this: you were happy,

then you were sad,

you slept, you awakened.

Sometimes you ate roasted chestnuts,

sometimes persimmons.

 

From "After" to be published by HarperCollins in February 2006, first published in The New Yorker ©

The Jewish Buddha

If there is no self,

    whose arthritis is this?

    Be here now.

    Be someplace else later.

    Is that so complicated?

    Drink tea and nourish life;

    with the first sip, joy;

    with the second sip, peace;

    with the third, a Danish.

    Wherever you go, there you are.

    Your luggage is another story. 

    Accept misfortune as a blessing.

    Do not wish for perfect health,

    or a life without problems.

    What would you talk about?

    The journey of a thousand miles

    begins with a single Oy.

  

    There is no escaping karma.

    In a previous life,

    you never called,

    you never wrote,

    you never visited.

    And whose fault was that?

    Zen is not easy.

    It takes effort

    to attain nothingness.

    And then what do you have?

    Bupkis.

    

    The Tao does not speak.

    The Tao does not blame.

    The Tao does not take sides.

    The Tao has no expectations.

    The Tao demands nothing of others.

    The Tao is not Jewish.

    Breathe in.

    Breathe out.

    Breathe in.

    Breathe out.

    Forget this

    and attaining Enlightenment

    will be the least of your problems.

    Let your mind be as a floating cloud.

    Let your stillness be as a wooded glen.

    And sit up straight.

    You'll never meet the Buddha

    with such rounded shoulders.

    Deep inside you are ten thousand flowers.

    Each flower blossoms ten thousand times.

    Each blossom has ten thousand petals.

    You might want to see a specialist.

    Be aware of your body.

    Be aware of your perceptions.

    Keep in mind that not every physical sensation

    is a symptom of a terminal  illness.

    The Torah says,

    Love your neighbor as yourself.

    The Buddha says,

    There is no self.

    So, maybe we are off the hook.

    

The Journey

One day you finally knew

what you had to do, and began,

though the voices around you

kept shouting

their bad advice though

the whole house

began to tremble

and you felt the old tug

at your ankles.

"Mend my life!"

each voice cried.

But you didn't stop.

You knew what you had to do,

though the wind pried

with its stiff fingers

at the very foundations,

though their melancholy

was terrible.

It was already late

enough, and a wild night,

and the road full of fallen branches and stones.

but little by little,

as you left their voices behind,

the stars began to burn

through the sheets of clouds,

and there was a new voice

which you slowly

recognized as your own,

that kept you company

as you strode deeper and deeper

into the world,

determined to do

the only thing you could do determined

to save the only life you could save.

Mary Oliver, Dream Work (Grove Atlantic Inc., 1986) & New and Selected Poems (Beacon Press, 1992

Keeping Quiet
Now we will count to twelve

and we will all keep still

For once on the face of the earth,

let's not speak in any language;

let's stop for a second,

and not move our arms so much.

It would be an exotic moment

without rush, without engines;

we would all be together

in a sudden strangeness.

Fisherman in the cold sea

would not harm whale's"

and the man gathering salt

would not look at his hurt hands.

Those who prepare green wars,

wars with gas, wars with fire,

victories with no survivors,

would put on clean clothes

and walk about with their brothers

in the shade, doing nothing.

What I want should not be confused

with total inactivity.

Life is what it is about;

I want no truck with death.

If we were not so single-minded

about keeping our lives moving,

and for once could do nothing, .

perhaps a huge silence

might interrupt this sadness

of never understanding ourselves

and of threatening ourselves with death.

Perhaps the earth can teach us

as when everything seems to be dead in winter

and later proves to be alive.

Now I'll count up to twelve

and you keep quiet and I will go. 

Pablo Neruda

Kindness
Before you know what kindness really is

you must lose things,

feel the future dissolve in a moment

like salt in a weakened broth

What you held in you hand,

what you counted and carefully saved,

all this must go so you know

how desolate the landscape can be

between the regions of kindness.

How you ride and ride

thinking the bus will never stop, 

the passengers eating maize and chicken

will stare out the window forever.

Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness,

you must travel where the Indian in a white poncho

lies dead by the side of the road.

You must see how this could be you,

how he too was someone

who journeyed through the night the plans

and the simple breath that kept him alive.

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside,

you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing.

You must wake up with sorrow.

You must speak to it till your voice 

catches the thread of all sorrows

and you see the size of the cloth.

Then it is only kindness that makes sense anymore,

only kindness that ties your shoes 

and sends you out into the day to mail letters and purchase bread

only kindness that raises its head

from the crowd of the world to say

It is I you have been looking for,

and then goes with you everywhere

like a shadow or a friend.

Naomi Shihab Nhih

The Lame Goat

You’ve seen a herd of goats

going down to the water.

The lame and dreamy goat

brings up the rear.

There are worried faces about that one,

but now they‚re laughing,

because look, as they return,

that goat is leading!

There are many kinds of different knowing.

The lame goat‚s kind is a branch

that traces back to the roots of presence.

Learn about that lame goat,

and lead the herd home.

Rumi

Letting go

Letting go in order to let in 

Releasing in order to receive

Nature's coded message becomes clearer the less we try to see.

Trying hard

Trying harder and harder

Trying so hard is not the way.

We need commitment, yes and concentration

And hope and faith and trust

But most of all we need ease

A discipline of ease

Not trying too hard at all.

You see 'trying hard' has a cell-mate called giving up, admitting defeat

Like black and white

Like pushing and pulling

No peace there.

Not yet you say, I'm not ready yet

To take the step beyond

I know, I've stepped so slow myself, still do

But love, sweet sister, like death comes in a moment's heartbeat

Then goes

There are no ways to hold

Except letting go

And letting it be a part of you

And you of it.

~ Stewart W. Mercer, 1991
Leunig poems

Dear God, 

We struggle, we grow weary, we grow tired.

We are exhausted, we are distressed, we despair.

We give up, we fall down, we let go.

We cry.  We are empty, we grow calm, we are

ready.  We wait quietly.

A small shy truth arrives.  Arrives from 

without and within.  Arrives and is born.

Simple, steady and clear.  Like a mirror, like a 

bell, like a flame.  Like a rain in summer.  A 

precious truth arrives and is born within us.

Within our emptiness.

We accept it, we observe it, we absorb it.

We surrender to our bare truth.  We are 

nourished, we are changed. We are blessed.

We rise up.

For this we give thanks.

Amen.

Let us pray for wisdom.  Let us pause from 

thinking and empty our mind.  Let us stop

the noise.  In the silence let us listen to our

heart.  The heart which is buried alive.  Let

us be still and wait and listen carefully.  A

sound from the deep, from below.  A faint 

cry.  A weak tapping.  Distant muffled 

feelings from within.  The cry for help.

We shall rescue the entombed heart. We

Shall bring it to the surface, to the light

and the air.  We shall nurse it and listen 

respectfully to its story.   The heart’s story

of pain and suffocation, of darkness and 

yearning.  We shall help our feelings to live in

the sun.  Together again we shall find relief 

and joy.

God help us with ideas, those thoughts which inform 

the way we live and the things we do.  Let us not 

seize upon ideas, neither shall we hunt them down

Nor steal them away.  Rather let us wait faithfully for 

them to approach, slowly and gently like creatures

from the wild.  And let them enter willingly into our

hearts and come and go freely within the sanctuary 

of our contemplation, informing our souls as they 

arrive and being enlivened by the inspirations of our 

hearts as they leave.  These shall be our truest thoughts.

Our willing and effective ideas.  Let us treasure their

humble originality.  Let us follow them gently back

into the world with faith that they shall lead us to 

lives of harmony and integrity.

Amen.

Love and fear

There are only two feelings.

Love and fear.

There are only two languages.

Love and fear.

There are only two activities.

Love and fear.

There are only two motives,

two procedures, two frameworks,

two results.

Love and fear.

Love and fear.

Leunig 

Hymn
Care is the cure.

It is slow.

It is raw.

It is pure.

It is simple and bare.

It is real.

It is bold.

It is there.

Nothing is newer.

Or older.

Or wiser.

Or truer.

Care is the cure.

Leaves of Grass

“I exist as I am, that is enough,

If no other in the world be aware I sit content,

And if each and all be aware I sit content.

One world is aware, and by far the largest to me, and that

is myself.

And whether I come to my own today or in ten thousand

or ten million years,

I can cheerfully take it now, or with equal cheerfulness,

I can wait.”

Walt Whitman

Let Me Sing

Someday, emerging at last from the violent insight,

Let me sing out jubilation and praise to assenting angels,

Let not even one of the clearly-struck hammers of my heart

Fail to sound because of a slack, a doubtful,

Or an ill-tempered string. Let my joyfully streaming face

Make me more radiant; let my hidden weeping arise 

And blossom. How dear you will be to me then, your nights

Of anguish. Why didn’t I kneel more deeply to accept you,

Inconsolable sisters, and surrendering, lose myself

In your loosened hair. How we squander our hours of pain.

How we gaze beyond them into the bitter duration

To see if they have an end. Though they are really 

Seasons of us, our winter-

Enduring foliage, ponds, meadows, our inborn landscape,

Where birds and reed-dwelling creatures are at home.

Rainer Maria Rilke

Lingering in Happiness

After rain after many days without rain,

it stays cool, private and cleansed, under the trees,

and the dampness there, married now to gravity,

falls branch to branch, leaf to leaf, down to the ground

where it will disappear--but not, of course, vanish

except to our eyes. The roots of the oaks will have their share,

and the white threads of the grasses, and the cushion of moss;

a few drops, round as pearls, will enter the mole's tunnel;

and soon so many small stones, buried for a thousand years,

will feel themselves being touched.-

Mary Oliver - The New Yorker Magazine, January 13, 2003

Listen like a Cow

Pay attention . . . Just be there. Don’t be thinking about a solution, or how you should fix it. Just listen hard and try to be present.  It’s very bad business to invite heartfelt speech and then not listen. . . .  What I’m trying to construct here is a theory of attention that depends little on therapeutic skills and formal training: listening like a cow.  Those of you who grew up in the country know that cows are good listeners. . . . We don’t need fixing, most of us, as much as we need a warm space and a good cow.  Cows cock their big brown eyes at you and twitch their ears when you talk.  This is a great antidote to the critical listening that goes on in academia, where we listen for the mistake, the flaw in the argument.  Cows, by contrast, manage at least the appearance of deep, openhearted attention.

Mary Rose O’Reilly, Radical Presence (1998)

Little Gidding

We shall not cease from exploration

And the end of all our exploring

Will be to arrive where we started

And know the place for the first time.

Through the unknown, remembered gate

When the last of earth left to discover

Is that which was the beginning;

At the source of the longest river

The voice of the hidden waterfall -

And the children in the apple-tree

Not known, because not looked for

But heard, half-heard, in the stillness

Between two waves of the sea.

Quick now, here, now, always- ,~~..

A condition of complete simplicity

(Costing not less than everything)

And all shall be well and

All manner of thing shall be well

When the tongues of flame are in-folded

Into the crowned knot of fire

And the fire and the rose are one.

Excerpted from "Little Gidding" in Four Quartets, copyright 1943 by T. S. Eliot and

renewed in 1971 by Esme Valerie Eloit (Harcourt Brace & Company, New York, 1971),

p.59.

Lost

Stand still. The trees ahead and the bushes beside you

Are not lost. Wherever you are is called Here,

And you must treat it as a powerful stranger,

Must ask permission to know it and be known.

The forest breathes, Listen. It answers,

I have made this place around you,

If you leave it you may come back again, saying Here.

No two trees are the same to Raven.

No two branches are the same to Wren.

If what a tree or a bush does is lost on you,

You are surely lost. Stand still. The forest knows

Where you are. You must let it find you.

Love after Love

The time will come

When, with elation,

You will greet yourself arriving

At your own door, in your own mirror,

And each will smile at the other’s welcome

And say, sit here. Eat.

You will love again the stranger who was your self.

Give wine, Give bread, Give back your heart 

To itself, to the stranger who has loved you

All you life, whom you have ignored

For another, who knows you by heart.

Take down the love letters from the bookshelf,

The photographs, the desperate notes,

Peel your own image from the mirror.

Sit. Feast on your life.

Derek Walcott

Love the Questions

Be patient toward all that is unresolved in your heart

And try to love the questions themselves

Like locked rooms and like books that are written in a very foreign tongue

Do not seek for the answers that cannot be given

For you would not be able to live them

And the point is to live everything

Live the questions now

And perhaps without knowing it

You will live along some day into the answers.

 Rainer Maria Rilke

Love

I have love for the footless,

for the bipeds too I have love;

I have love for those with four feet,

for the many-footed I have love.                                    

Buddha

Love…

It is in this way we must train ourselves, by liberation of the self through love. We will develop love, we will practice it, we will make it both a way and a basis, take our stand upon it, store it up, and thoroughly set it going. 

The Buddha, in Samyutta Nikaya

Love and Fear

There are only two feelings. 

Love and fear.

There are only two languages.

Love and fear.

There are only two activities.

Love and fear:

There are only two motives, 

two procedures,

two frameworks, 

two results.

Love and fear.

Love and fear.

“Last Night As I Was Sleeping” by Antonio Machado

Last night as I was sleeping, I dreamt—marvelous error!— that a spring was breaking out in my heart. I said: Along which secret aqueduct, Oh water, are you coming to me, water of a new life that I have never drunk?

Last night as I was sleeping, I dreamt—marvelous error!— that I had a beehive here inside my heart. And the golden bees were making white combs and sweet honey from my old failures.

Last night as I was sleeping, I dreamt—marvelous error!— that a fiery sun was giving light inside my heart. It was fiery because I felt warmth as from a hearth, and sun because it gave light and brought tears to my eyes.

Last night as I slept, I dreamt—marvelous error!— that it was God I had here inside my heart.

by Antonio Machado, from Times Alone: Selected Poems of Antonio Machado.
Leaving home
Leaving home
for work
each day

I hear the trees
say "What’s your hurry?"
Rooted, they
don’t understand

how in my world
we have to rush
to keep in step.

I haven’t even time
to stop and tell them
how on weekends, too,
schedules wait
like nets.

It’s only on a sick day
when I have to venture out
to pick up medicine

that I understand the trees,
there in all their fullness
in a world unpatterned

full of moments,
full of spaces,
every space
a choice.

This day
has not
been turned yet
on the lathe

this day
lies open, light
and shadow. Breath
fills the body easily.
I step
into a world
waiting like
a quiet lover.
Meditation opens our minds to the greatest mystery

that takes place daily and hourly;

it widens the heart

so that it may feel the eternity of time and infinity of space in every throb;

it gives us a life within the world

as if we were moving about in paradise;

and all these spiritual deeds take place without any refuge into a doctrine, but by the simple and direct holding fast to the truth

which dwells in our innermost beings.

Suzuki Roshi

Meditation does not add anything to life; it recovers what has been lost. It is a kind of fundamental astonishment or perplexity - a growing awareness of what our existence is saying to and asking us. It is something fundamental that has been obscured by our infatuation with a separate ego and its endless calculations and melodramas. The practice of meditation is to allow this attitude to shine through, to acquaint ourselves both slowly and abruptly, with what is both our origin and our culmination. Instead of clinging, it lets go. Instead of insisting things be a certain way, it accepts their mysteriousness. Such unknowing loosens our hold on the immutability of the familiar. It is simple and relaxed, it retains a naive, childlike openness.

Meditation and mystery are inseparable. Meditation occurs whenever our innermost awareness is trained upon the shocking nearness yet elusive distance of what is present. It is closer to the valleys than the peaks. A meditative attitude is not preoccupied with peak experiences, those exhilarating heights that leave the valleys and plains far below. Like water, it is content ‘with the places that all men disdain’. The rarified and brilliant atmosphere may uplift and inspire us, but we cannot live there long. Living things do not grow on peaks; they need the fertile soil of the valley. For meditation to be fertile it too needs to stay close to the ground, to follow the humble paths along the valleys among the myriad details of everyday life. By making a place each day to slow down and befriend whatever arises, we open ourselves to the heart of the ordinary... to wisdom of the whole.

Stephen Batchelor  (excerpt from The Faith to Doubt – Glimpses of Buddhist Uncertainty).

Metta Sutta

This is what should be done

By one who is skilled in goodness,

And who knows the path of peace:

Let them be able and upright,

Straightforward and gentle in speech.

Humble and not conceited,

Contented and easily satisfied.

Unburdened with duties and frugal in their ways.

Peaceful and calm, and wise and skillful,

Not proud and demanding in nature.

Let them not do the slightest thing

That the wise would later reprove.

Wishing: 

In gladness and in safety,

May all beings be at ease.

Whatever living beings there may be;

Whether they are weak or strong, omitting none,

The great or the mighty, medium, short or small,

The seen and the unseen,

Those living near and far away,

Those born and to-be-born,

May all beings be at ease!

Let none deceive another, 
Or despise any being in any state.

 Let none through anger or ill-will 
Wish harm upon another. 
Even as a mother protects with her life

 Her child, her only child, 
So with a boundless heart 
Should one cherish all living beings:

 Radiating kindness over the entire world 
Spreading upwards to the skies, 
And downwards to the depths; 
Outwards and unbounded, 
Freed from hatred and ill-will. 
Whether standing or walking, seated or lying down 
Free from drowsiness, 
One should sustain this recollection. 
This is said to be the sublime abiding. 
By not holding to fixed views, 
The pure-hearted one, having clarity of vision, 
Being freed from all sense desires, 
Is not born again into this world.

Myself and My Person

Anna Swir  (Swirszcynska) 

There are moments

when I feel more clearly than ever

that I am in the company

of my own person.

This comforts and reassures me, 

this heartens me,

just as my tridimensional body 

is heartened by my own authentic shadow.

There are moments

when I really feel more clearly than ever

that I am in the company of my own person.

I stop

at a street corner to turn left

and I wonder what would happen

if my own person walked to the right.

Until now that has not happened

but it does not settle the question.

Me

Me from Myself – to banish –

Had I Art –

Impregnable my Fortress

Unto All Heart –

But since Myself – assault Me –

How have I peace

Except by subjugating

Consciousness?

And since We’re mutual Monarch

How this be 

Except by Abdication –

Me – of Me?

Emily Dickinson

Minds like still water


WB Yeats

‘We can make our minds so like still water that beings gather about us, 

that they may see, it may be, their own images, and so live for a moment with a clearer, perhaps even with a fiercer life because of our quiet.’

Mindful   by Mary Oliver, from “Why I Wake Early”

Every day

I see or hear

something

that more or less

kills me 

with delight,

that leaves me

like a needle

in the haystack 

of light.

It is what I was born for –

to look, to listen

to lose myself

inside this soft world –

to instruct myself

over and over

in joy,

and acclamation.

Nor am I talking

about the exceptional,

the fearful, the dreadful,

the very extravagant –

but of the ordinary.

the common, the very drab,

the daily presentations.

Oh, good scholar,

I say to myself,

how can you help

but grow wise

with such teachings

as these –

the untrimmable light

of the world

the ocean’s shine

the prayers that are made

out of grass?

Mistrust

We have no reason to harbor any mistrust against our world, for it is not against us. If it

has terrors, they are our terrors. If it has abysses, these abysses belong to us. If there

are dangers, we must try to love them, and only if we could arrange our lives in

accordance with the principle that tells us that we must always trust in the difficult, then

what now appears to us to be alien will become our most intimate and trusted

experience.

How could we forget those ancient-myths that stand at the beginning of all races--the

myths about dragons that at the last moment are transformed into princesses. Perhaps

all the dragons in our lives are only princesses waiting for us to act, just once, with

beauty and courage. Perhaps everything that frightens us is, in its deepest essence,

something helpless that wants our love.

So you must not be frightened if a sadness rises before you larger than any you've ever

seen, if an anxiety like light and cloud shadows moves over your hands and everything

that you do. You must realize that something has happened to you. Life has not

forgotten you, that it holds you in its hands and will not let you fall. Why do you want to

shut out of your life any uneasiness, any miseries, or any depressions? For after all,

you do not know what work these conditions are doing inside you.

Rainer Maria Rilke

Mystic

They call all experience of the senses mystic, when the experience


is considered.

So an apple becomes mystic when I taste in it

the summer and the snows, the wild welter of earth

and the insistence of the sun.

All of which things I can surely taste in a good apple.

Though some apples taste preponderantly of water, wet and sour

and some of too much sun, brackish sweet

like lagoon-water, that has been too much sunned.

If I say I taste these things in an apple, I am called mystic, which 


means a liar.

The only way to eat an apple is to hog it down like a pig

and taste nothing.

This is real.

But if I eat an apple, I like to eat it with all my senses awake.

Hogging it down like a pig I call feeding of corpses.

--DH Lawrence

Moses and the Shepherd
Moses heard a shepherd on the road praying,

"God, where are you? I want to help you, to fix 

your shoes and comb your hair. I want to wash 

your clothes and pick the lice off. 1want to bring 

you milk to kiss your little hands and feet when 

It's time for you to go to bed. I want to sweep 

your room and keep it neat. God, my sheep and

goats are yours. All I can say, remembering you,

is ayyyy and ahhhhhhhhh."

Moses could stand it no longer.

"Who are you talking to?" 

"The one who made us,

and made the earth and the sky."

.. "Don't talk about shoes and socks with God! 

And what's this with your little hands

and feet? Such blasphemous familiarity sounds like

you're chatting with your Uncles.

Only something that grows 

Needs milk. .Only some one with feet needs shoes. Not God!

Even if you meant God's human representatives, .

as when God said, I was sick, and you did not visit me,'

even then this tone would be foolish and irreverent.

Use appropriate terms. Fatima is a fine name

for a woman, but if you call a man Fatima

it's an insult. Body-and-birth language

are right for us on this side of the river,

but not for addressing the origin, .

not for Allah."

The shepherd repented and tore his clothes and sighed

then wandered out into the desert. came then to Moses.

`A sudden revelation God's voice:

You have separated me 

Did you come as a prophet to unite, 

from one of my own. or to sever?

I have given each being a separate and unique way

of seeing a11dknowing and saying that knowledge.

What seems wrong to you is right for him.

What is poison to one is honey to someone else.

Purity and impurity, sloth and diligence in worship,

these mean nothing to me. I am apart from all that.

Ways of worshiping are not to be ranked as better

or worse than one another. Hindus do Hindu things.

The Dravidian Muslims in India do what they do.

It's all praise, and it's all right.

It's not me that's glorified in acts of worship.

It's the worshipers! I don't hear the words

they say. I look inside at the humility.

That broken-open lowliness is the reality,

not the language! Forget phraseology.

I want burning, burning.

Be friends with your burning. Bum up your thinking

and your forms of expression!

Moses, those who pay attention to ways of 

Behaving and speaking are one sort.

Lovers who bum are another.

Don't impose a property tax

on a burned-out village. Don't scold the Lover.

The "wrong" way he talks is better than a hundred

"right” ways of others.

Inside the Kaaba it doesn't matter which direction 

you point your prayer rug!

The ocean diver doesn't need snowshoes!

The love-religion has no code or doctrine.

Only God.

So the ruby has nothing engraved on it!

It doesn't need markings.

God began speaking

deeper mysteries to Moses. Vision and words,

which cannot be recorded here, poured into

and through him. He left himself and came back.

He went to eternity and came back here.

Many times this happened.

It's foolish of me to try and say this. If I did say it,

it would uproot our human intelligences.

It would shatter all writing pens.

Moses ran after the shepherd.

He followed the bewildered footprints,

in one place moving straight like a castle

across a chessboard. In another, sideways,

like a bishop. Now surging like a wave cresting,

now sliding down like a fish,

with always his feet

making geomancy symbols in the sand,

recording his wandering state.

Moses finally caught up with him.

"I was wrong. God has revealed to me

that there are no rules for worship.

Say whatever and however your loving tells

you to. Your sweet blasphemy is the truest 

devotion. Through you a wh4e world

is freed.

Loosen your tongue and don't worry about what comes out.

It's all the light of the spirit."

The shepherd replied,

"Moses, Moses, I've gone beyond even that.

You applied the whip and my horse shield and jumped

out of itself. The divine nature and my human nature

came together.

Bless your scolding hand and your arm.

I can't say what happened.

What I'm saying now is not my real condition. 

It can't be said."

The shepherd grew quiet.

When you look in a mirror,

you see yourself, not the state of the mirror.

The flute player puts breath into a flute,

and who makes the music? Not the flute.

The flute player!

Whenever you speak praise

or thanksgiving to God, it's always like

this dear shepherd's simplicity.

When you eventually see

through the veils to how things really are,

you will keep saying again and again,

"This is certainly not like 

We thought it was!”

Mother of the World

Overcome any bitterness that may have come because you were not yet up to the magnitude of pain that was entrusted to you. Like the mother of the world who carries the pain of the world in her heart, each one of us is part of her heart, and therefore endowed with a certain measure of cosmic pain. You are sharing in the totality of that pain. You are called upon to meet it with joy instead of self-pity.

Pir Vilayat Inayat Khan

My Dolphin Friend

I followed you down, my dolphin friend

Through ocean caves and danced in waves

You tend my wounds

And breathe inside my silent scream

The ancient currency of drowning sailors 

And dolphins dancing in the spray

Rumi said,

If the drink is too bitter, change yourself to wine

What a gift! To Fall to the earth

And be washed into the ground

Your outer shell nets

As gossamer roots weave their way

 Through our hours and days

And the tall green shoot rising into

Amazing golden fields and the welcoming sky

If the drink is too bitter, change yourself to wine

We barefoot knights and priest of the one true heart

Each finding her or his own way

Through the forest unrecognized unremarked 

Walking into no hope, no fear, free

These same old hopes and fears still in our hearts

No hope, no fear, free

If the dark is too bitter, change yourself to wine

Bill Gayner

My Life

My life is not this steeply sloping hour,

In which you see me hurrying.

Much stands behind me; I stand before it like a tree;

I am only one of my many mouths

And at that, the one that will be still the soonest.

I am the rest between two notes,

Which are somehow always in discord

Because death’s note wants to climb over –

But in the dark interval, reconciled,

They stay there trembling.

And the song goes on, beautiful.

Robert Bly

My mind is a dog

Annie Bisset

My mind is a dog

romping around the bedroom as I awaken,

pulling at the covers,

anxious to leave the morning,

sniffing for traces of creatures

who roam backyards at night.

My mind is a dog

straining against the leash,

wanting always more –

always more walks, more toys,

more food, wanting always

a wider territory

on which to leave her mark.

My mind is a dog

who will not let go of that stick,

who growls and postures as if her very life depends

on keeping that piece of wood 

between her teeth, forgotten already

the sweetness of the chase.

My mind is this dog

craving to rest at last,

dropping down to her special place

at her master’s feet

in velvet darkness

her paws now twitching in dreams of open fields.

The Myth of Sisyphus

We tend to think of Sisyphus as a tragic hero, condemned by the gods to shoulder his

rock sweatily up the mountain, and again up the mountain, forever.

The truth is that Sisyphus is in love with the rock. He cherishes every roughness and

every ounce of it. He talks to it, sings to it. It has become the mysterious Other. He

even dreams of it as he sleepwalks upward. Life is unimaginable without it, looming

always above him like a huge gray moon.

He doesn't realize that at any moment he is permitted to step aside, let the rock hurtle

to the bottom, and go home.

Tragedy is the inertial force of the mind.

Stephen Mitchell, Parables and Portraits (Harper and Row, 1990)

Mornings at Blackwater

For years, every morning, I drank
from Blackwater Pond.
It was flavored with oak leaves and also, no doubt,
the feet of ducks.

And always it assuaged me
from the dry bowl of the very far past.

What I want to say is
that the past is the past,
and the present is what your life is,
and you are capable
of choosing what that will be,
darling citizen.

So come to the pond,
or the river of your imagination,
or the harbor of your longing,

and put your lips to the world.
And live
your life.

Mary Oliver

Nothing Like this Moment

Ed Brown

Now I take the time to peel potatoes, wash lettuce and boil beets, to scrub floors, clean sinks, and empty trash.  Absorbed in the everyday, I find time to unbind, unwind, to invite the whole body, mind, breath, thought, and wild impulse to join, to bask in the task.  No time lost thinking that somewhere else is better. No time lost imagining getting more elsewhere. No way to tell this moment does not measure up. Hand me the spatula: now is the time to taste what is. 

No Reason

We have no reason to harbor any mistrust against our world, for it is not against us. If it has terrors, they are our terrors. If it has abysses, these abysses belong to us. If there

are dangers, we must try to love them, and only if we could arrange our lives in accordance with the principle that tells us that we must always trust in the difficult, then

what now appears to us to be alien will become our most intimate and trusted experience.

How could we forget those ancient-myths that stand at the beginning of all races--the

myths about dragons that at the last moment are transformed into princesses. Perhaps

all the dragons in our lives are only princesses waiting for us to act, just once, with

beauty and courage. Perhaps everything that frightens us is, in its deepest essence,

something helpless that want?-our love.

So you must not be frightened if a sadness rises before you larger than any you've ever

seen, if an anxiety like light and cloud shadows moves over your hands and everything

that you do. You must realize that something has happened to you. Life has not

forgotten you, that it holds you in its hands and will not let you fall. Why do you want to

shut out of your life any uneasiness, any miseries, or any depressions? For after all,

you do not know what work these conditions are doing inside you.

Rainer Maria Rilke

[* In this poem the "Dark One" refers to Krishna - a god in the Hindu faith]

Oceans

I have a feeling that my boat

Has struck, down there in the depths,

against a great thing.

And - nothing

Happens! Nothing.. .Silence.. .Waves...

--Nothing happens? Or has everything happened,

and we are standing now, quietly, in the new life?

Juan Ramon Jimenez

Translated by Robert Sly

Oh Friend

Had I known you are in the breeze

I would have walked more.

Had I known you are in the stillness of 

now

I would have sat more.

Had I known you are everywhere in 

everything

I would have lived more.   

Had I known you are eternal

I would have died more.

Amire Hossien Imani

On Hospitality: a reply to Rumi

Welcome all the visitors, you say.

Do not put bars  on the windows

or locks on the doors.  Do not close up 

the chimney flue.  Duct tape and plastic

sheeting will not keep the visitors at bay.

They’ll pound on the doors, they’ll break

your windows, they’ll breach the barricades

They’ll storm the beach, swarm like ants

through cracks.  They’ll leak like water through

the walls, and creep like ice against the window glass.

Keep them out?  It can’t be done, don’t try.

Welcome all the visitors.

Fine.  There’s all kinds

of welcoming, however.

I do not have the throw a house party.

I will not post flyers.

There will be no open bar.

No one will get drunk

and lock themselves in the bathroom.

No one will break the furniture, grind chips 

into the rug, throw anyone else in the pool,

or lose an earring in the couch.

I do not have to run a guest house either.

There will be no crackling fire.

And no easy chairs.  I will not serve

tea to the visitors.  I will not dispense 

ginger snaps and ask my guests 

about themselves:

“Did my mother send you?”

“Why must you plague me?”

“Why not stay a while longer?”
“Who are you, really?”

If I must welcome- and I am convinced that I must –

Let me build a great hall to receive my guests.

Like a Greek temple, let it be open on all sides.

Let it be wide, and bright, and empty.

Let it have a marble floor:

Beautiful – and cold, and hard.

Let there be no sofas, no benches, no dark corners,

no anterooms and no coat closets.

No walls, not even a ledge to lean against.

I’ll welcome anyone who comes,

I’ll show them my enormous empty hall.

Come in, come in, I’ll say.  I’ll even smile,

perhaps make a conversation for awhile.

And if someone settles on the floor, as if to stay,

Or circles round and round, as if they’ve lost their way.

I’ll be kind, extend my hand,

And gently show them out gain.

Amy Newell

(a very depressed woman with 3 young children who completed the MBSR course at UMass)

Praise what comes

surprising as unplanned kisses, all you haven't deserved 

of days and solitude, your body's immoderate good health 

that lets you work in many kinds of weather. Praise 

talk with just about anyone. And quiet intervals, books 

that are your food and your hunger; nightfall and walks 

before sleep. Praising these for practice, perhaps 

you will come at last to praise grief and the wrongs 

you never intended. At the end there may be no answers 

and only a few very simple questions: did I love, 

finish my task in the world? Learn at least one 

of the many names of God? At the intersections, 

the boundaries where one life began and another 

ended, the jumping-off places between fear and 

possibility, at the ragged edges of pain, 

did I catch the smallest glimpse of the holy?

Jeanne Lohmann
The Peace of Wild Things

When despair for the world grows in me

and I wake in the night at the least sound

in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be,

I go and lie down where the wood drake rests in his beauty on the water,

and the great heron feeds.

I come into the peace of wild things

who do not tax their lives with forethought of grief.

I come into the presence of still water.

And I feel above me the day-blind stars waiting with their light.

For a time I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.

Wendell Berry …(American poet, teacher and farmer)

Otherwise

I got out of bed on two strong legs. 

It might have been otherwise.

 I ate cereal, sweet milk, ripe, flawless peach. 

It might have been otherwise. 

I took the dog uphill to the birch wood. 

All morning I did the work I love.  

At noon I lay down with my mate. 

It might have been otherwise. 

We ate dinner together at a table with silver candlesticks.

 It might have been otherwise. 

I slept in a bed in a room with paintings on the walls, 

and planned another day just like this day. 

But one day, I know, it will be otherwise.

—Jane Kenyon

The Patience of Ordinary Things ~ by Pat Schneider

It is a kind of love, is it not?
How the cup holds the tea,
How the chair stands sturdy and foursquare,
How the floor receives the bottoms of shoes
Or toes. How soles of feet know
Where they’re supposed to be.
I’ve been thinking about the patience
Of ordinary things, how clothes
Wait respectfully in closets
And soap dries quietly in the dish,
And towels drink the wet
From the skin of the back.
And the lovely repetition of stairs.
And what is more generous than a window?

THE PITH INSTRUCTION

The pith instruction is, Stay...stay...just stay.

Learning to stay with ourselves in meditation is like training a dog.

If we train a dog by beating it, we'll end up with an obedient but very inflexible and rather terrified dog. The dog may obey when we say "Stay!" "Come!" "Roll over!" and "Sit up!" but he will also be neurotic and confused.

By contrast, training with kindness results in someone who is flexible and confident, who doesn't become upset when situations are unpredictable and insecure.

So whenever we wander off, we gently encourage ourselves to "stay" and settle down.

Are we experiencing restlessness? Stay!

Discursive mind? Stay!

Are fear and loathing out of control? Stay!

Aching knees and throbbing back? Stay!

What's for lunch? Stay!

What am I doing here? Stay!

I can't stand this another minute! Stay!

That is how to cultivate steadfastness.

- Pema Chodron (The Places That Scare You)

Please Hear What I'm Not Saying

               Don't be fooled by me.

               Don't be fooled by the face I wear

               for I wear a mask, a thousand masks,

               masks that I'm afraid to take off,

               and none of them is me.

               Pretending is an art that's second nature with me,

               but don't be fooled,

               for God's sake don't be fooled.

               I give you the impression that I'm secure,

that all is sunny and unruffled with me, within as well as without,

               that confidence is my name and coolness my game,

               that the water's calm and I'm in command

               and that I need no one,

               but don't believe me.

               My surface may seem smooth but my surface is my mask,

               ever-varying and ever-concealing.

               Beneath lies no complacence.

               Beneath lies confusion, and fear, and aloneness.

               But I hide this.  I don't want anybody to know it.

               I panic at the thought of my weakness exposed.

               That's why I frantically create a mask to hide behind,

               a nonchalant sophisticated facade,

               to help me pretend,

               to shield me from the glance that knows.

               But such a glance is precisely my salvation, my only hope,

               and I know it.

               That is, if it's followed by acceptance,

               if it's followed by love.

               It's the only thing that can liberate me from myself,

               from my own self-built prison walls,

               from the barriers I so painstakingly erect.

               It's the only thing that will assure me

               of what I can't assure myself,

               that I'm really worth something.

               But I don't tell you this.  I don't dare to, I'm afraid to.

               I'm afraid your glance will not be followed by acceptance,

               will not be followed by love.

               I'm afraid you'll think less of me,

               that you'll laugh, and your laugh would kill me.

               I'm afraid that deep-down I'm nothing

               and that you will see this and reject me.

               So I play my game, my desperate pretending game,

               with a facade of assurance without

               and a trembling child within.

               So begins the glittering but empty parade of masks,

               and my life becomes a front.

               I tell you everything that's really nothing,

               and nothing of what's everything,

               of what's crying within me.

               So when I'm going through my routine

               do not be fooled by what I'm saying.

               Please listen carefully and try to hear what I'm not saying,

               what I'd like to be able to say,

               what for survival I need to say,

               but what I can't say.

               I don't like hiding.

               I don't like playing superficial phony games.

               I want to stop playing them.

               I want to be genuine and spontaneous and me

               but you've got to help me.

               You've got to hold out your hand

               even when that's the last thing I seem to want.

               Only you can wipe away from my eyes

               the blank stare of the breathing dead.

               Only you can call me into aliveness.

               Each time you're kind, and gentle, and encouraging,

               each time you try to understand because you really care,

               my heart begins to grow wings--

               very small wings,

               very feeble wings,

               but wings!

               With your power to touch me into feeling

               you can breathe life into me.

               I want you to know that.

               I want you to know how important you are to me,

               how you can be a creator--an honest-to-God creator--

               of the person that is me

               if you choose to.

               You alone can break down the wall behind which I tremble,

               you alone can remove my mask,

               you alone can release me from my shadow-world of panic,

               from my lonely prison,

               if you choose to.

               Please choose to.

               Do not pass me by.

               It will not be easy for you.

               A long conviction of worthlessness builds strong walls.

               The nearer you approach to me

               the blinder I may strike back.

               It's irrational, but despite what the books say about man

               often I am irrational.

               I fight against the very thing I cry out for.

               But I am told that love is stronger than strong walls

               and in this lies my hope.

               Please try to beat down those walls

               with firm hands but with gentle hands

               for a child is very sensitive.

               Who am I, you may wonder?

               I am someone you know very well.

               For I am every man you meet

               and I am every woman you meet.

                                                                     Charles C. Finn

                                                                          September 1966

Please call me by my true names  Thich Nhat Hahn
Do not say that I’ll depart tomorrow

because even today I still arrive.

Look deeply; I arrive in every second

to be a bud on a spring branch,

to be a tiny bird, with wings still fragile learning to sing in


my new nest,

to be a caterpillar in the heart of a flower,

to be a jewel hiding itself in a stone.

I still arrive, in order to laugh and to cry,

in order to fear and to hope,

the rhythm of my heart is the birth and death 

of all that are alive.

I am the mayfly metamorphosing on the surface of the


river,

And I am the bird which, when spring comes, arrives in


time to eat the mayfly.

I am a frog swimming happily in the clear water of a pond,

and I am the grass-snake, who, approaching in silence,


Feeds itself on the frog.

I am a child in Uganda, all skin and bones,

my legs as thin as bamboo sticks,

And I am the arms merchant, selling deadly weapons to


Uganda.

I am the twelve year old girl, refugee on a small boat,

who throws herself into the ocean after being raped by a


sea pirate;

and I am the pirate, my heart not yet capable of seeing and 


loving.

I am a member of the Politburo with plenty of power in


my hands,

And I am the man who has to pay his debt of blood to my 


people dying slowly in a forced labor camp.

My joy is like spring, so warm it makes flowers bloom in


all walks of life.

My pain is like a river of tears, so full it fills all fours oceans.

Please call me by my true names,

so I can hear all my cries and laughs at once,

so I can see that my joy and pain are one.

Please call me by my true names

So I can wake up and so the door of my heart can be left 

open,

The door of compassion.

Praise & Blame

Praise & blame, 

gain & loss,

pleasure & sorrow,

fame and disrepute

come & go like the wind.

To be happy,

rest like a great tree

in the midst of them all.

The Buddha

The Quiet Power
I walked backwards, against time
and that’s where I caught the moon,
singing at me.

I stepped downwards, into my seat
and that’s where I caught freedom,
waiting for me, like a lilac.

I ended thought, and I ended story.
I stopped designing, and arguing, and
sculpting a happy life.

I didn’t die. I didn’t turn to dust.

Instead I chopped vegetables,
and made a calm lake in me
where the water was clear and sourced and still.

And when the ones I loved came to it,
I had something to give them, and
it offered them a soft road out of pain.

I became beloved.

And I came to know that this was it.
The quiet power.

I could give something mighty, lasting,
that stopped the wheel of chaos,

by tending to the river inside,
keeping the water rich and deep,
keeping a bench for you to visit.

By Tara Sophia Mohr

RADIANCE SUTRA 226      Lorin Roche translation

The one who is at play everywhere says:

There is a space in the heart where everything meets

Come here

If you want to find me

Mind 

Senses

Soul 

Eternity

All are here.

Are you here?

Enter the bowl of vastness that is the heart.

Listen to the song that is always resonating

Give yourself to it with total abandon.

Quiet ecstasy is here 

And a steady regal sense of resting in a perfect spot.

You, who are the embodiment of blessing

Once you know the way

The nature of attention will call you to return

Again and again

Answer that call

And be saturated with knowing

 I belong here

 I am at home.

Relationship Booster
Here is a relationship booster 

that is guaranteed to 

work:

Every time your spouse or lover says something stupid

make your eyes light up a if you

just heard something

brilliant.

Rumi

Receiving Your Own Beautiful Life

I do not want to be anywhere else. These are words of luxury. These are words of mystery. These are words of quantum healing. Sit down on the pillow of your own good life and be still. Stop searching, demanding, aching, casting about.

I do not want to be anywhere else. This is what it means to live all the days of your life. This is what it means to stop and receive. You are like a hungry bird and you cannot receive because you have rejected the source of nutrition. The only source of nutrition is your present life. It's not over there or under that. It doesn't come later and it doesn't get better. You get better. You get better by believing in the remarkable perfection and wholeness of your own life.

I do not want to be anywhere else. Let go of striving. Let go of hatred. Don't push away your bowl. Instead notice the crack and let its jagged line stroke your heart with its innocence and determination. It has something to teach you. That's why it's there...  

...Everything has always awaited you like a bowl of fresh fruit. Only you wanted to sit at someone else's table. You wanted another moment. You wanted another life. That desire cost more than you know. Don't pay the price. Seize the only existence you have. Seize your blemished moment, your exhausting day, your confusion and your elation.

Everything in the media trains us to crave and hunger. Commercials starve us with the promise that satisfaction is over there. It's impossible. Satisfaction cannot be where I am not.

I do not want to be anywhere else. This does not mean I will not walk out of the rain into a dry place. It means I will not belittle the rain. I will not regret the moisture on my skin. I will move forward. I will go where I am called and where I belong. But not with irritation or deprivation in my heart. I don't want to miss a moment of my life. I don't want to be anywhere else.

--Tama Kieves

"What is REAL?" asked the Rabbit one day, when they were lying side by side near the nursery fender, before Nana came to tidy the room. "Does it mean having things that buzz inside you and a stick-out handle?" 

"Real isn't how you are made," said the Skin Horse. "It's a thing that happens to you. When a child loves you for a long, long time, not just to play with, but Really loves you, then you become Real." 

"Does it hurt?" asked the Rabbit. 

"Sometimes," said the Skin Horse, for he was always truthful. "When you are Real you don't mind being hurt." 

"Does it happen all at once, like being wound up," he asked, "or bit by bit?" 

"It doesn't happen all at once," said the Skin Horse. "You become. It takes a long time. That's why it doesn't happen often to people who break easily, or have sharp edges, or who have to be carefully kept. Generally, by the time you are Real, most of your hair has been loved off, and your eyes drop out and you get all loose in the joints and very shabby. But these things don't matter at all, because once you are Real you can't be ugly, except to people who don't understand." The Rabbit sighed. He thought it would be a long time before this magic called Real happened to him. He longed to become Real, to know what it felt like; and yet the idea of growing shabby and losing his eyes and whiskers was rather sad. He wished that he could become it without these uncomfortable things happening to him.

Margery Williams

The Real Work by Wendell Berry

It may be that when we no longer know what to do
we have come to our real work
And that when we no longer know which way to go
we have come to our real journey
The mind that is not baffled is not employed
The impeded stream is the one that sings
Remembering  - Ben Weaver
“You could rake leaves while the glaciers melt
and horses stand somewhere in a field
with the sound of wind blowing rain into their manes
you could go to a job you don’t love
and live in a house you don’t want
and sit in traffic and feel trapped watching
the eagles dive above the light posts and power lines
or you could stop raking and lay down in the dirt
with the leaves scattering around you
smelling like the coming snow
and the rattling ghosts of summer lightning
you could pick up a river and hold it to your eye
watch a turtle crawl through it
the light turbulent out of the sky beyond the bluffs.
Instead of serving these mad corporations and law makers
oblivious to the dew on the pigs hindquarters at morning
or the effort it takes ducks to find food after such a wet summer
you could sit round a fire next to the lake and
listen as the water carries voices from a canoe
out somewhere near the middle
back to your camp along the stony shore
and as the fire licks at the red pines
you could uncover a memory that
smells like moose hooves and orchids
wild rice hulls and trumpeter swans
and helps you to remember the millions
of invisible miracles which must occur within the sky
so that a blizzard can become a blizzard.
This memory is what the mad kings and architects
of the anthropomorphic rivers want you to forget
because if you do not remember the smell or feel of the land
then you will believe anything they tell you about it
including that it is just another body to exploit.
But if you remember the sound of waves
pulling back through the hair of beaches
or the ring of wind among icicles and sparrow caves
you have not forfeited all of your freedom and power
to the ruthlessness of modern convenience
and if you remember otters sliding across the lake at dusk
or a bear rushing back into the alder
then you also remember
that you are among the millions of tiny miracles within the sky
that allow a blizzard to become a blizzard
and if you can remember this
then you can speak sing and dream loud as thunder
for every quiet piece of land and water on this earth
because you have not forgotten
that you
not the mad kings
are the one with power.”

Seas

I have a feeling that my boat

Has struck, down there in the depths,

Against a great thing.

And nothing 

Happens! Nothing…silence…waves

Nothing happens? Or has everything happened,

And are we standing now, quietly, in the new life?

Jimenez

Sweet Darkness

When your eyes are tired

the world is tired also.

When your vision has gone

no part of the world can find you.

Time to go into the dark

where the night has eyes

to recognize its own.

There you can be sure

you are not beyond love.

The dark will be your womb tonight.

The night will give you a horizon

further than you can see.

You must learn one thing.

The world was made to be free in.

Give up all the other worlds

except the one to which you belong.

Sometimes it takes darkness and the sweet

confinement of your aloneness to learn

anything or anyone that does not bring you alive

is too small for you.

· David Whyte 

Serenity Prayer by theologian Dr. Rheinhold Niebuhr

Grant me the SERENITY to

accept the things I cannot change;

COURAGE to change the things I can;

and WISDOM to know the difference.

Living one day at a time

Enjoying one moment at a time

Accepting hardships as the pathway to peace

Taking this difficult world

As it is

Not as I would have it.

And in this way

Opening to Grace
And the Joy and Peace that comes with it.

Since feeling is first  By E.E.Cummings

since feeling is first

who pays any attention

to the syntax of things

will never wholly kiss you

wholly to be a fool

while Spring is in the world

my blood approves,

and kisses are a far better fate

than wisdom

lady I swear by all flowers.  Don’t cry

- the best gesture of my brain 

is less than your eyelid’s flutter which says

we are for each other: then

laugh, leaning back in my arms

for life’s not a paragraph

And death I think is no parenthesis

The Summer Day

Who made the world?

Who made the swan, and the black bear?

Who made the grasshopper?

This grasshopper, I mean – the one who has flung herself out of the grass,

the one who is eating sugar out of my hand,

who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down –

who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes.

Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face.

Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away.

I don’t know exactly what a prayer is.

I do know how to pay attention, how to fall down

into the grass, how to kneel down in the grass,

how to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the fields,

which is what I have been doing all day.

Tell me, what else should I have done

Doesn’t everything die at last, and too soon?

Tell me, what is it you plan to do 

with your one wild and precious life?

Mary Oliver

Spacious

Dear you,

Who always have so many things to do,

So many places to be

your mind spinning like fan blades

each moment always a blur because you are never still.

I know you’re tired

I also know that it is not your fault

The constant brain buzz is like a swarm of bees 

threatening to sting

if you close your eyes

You’ve forgotten something again

You need to prepare for this or that

You should have don’t that differently.

What if you closed your eyes?

Would the world fall apart

without you?

Or would your mind become the open sky

flock of thoughts 

flying across the sunrise

As you just watched and smiled.

Kaveri Patel   

Singapore - Mary Oliver  
  
In Singapore, in the airport, 
A darkness was ripped from my eyes. 
In the women's restroom, one compartment stood open. 
A woman knelt there, washing something 

in the white bowl.  
Disgust argued in my stomach 
and I felt, in my pocket, for my ticket.  
A poem should always have birds in it. 
Kingfishers, say, with their bold eyes and gaudy wings. 
Rivers are pleasant, and of course trees. 
A waterfall, or if that's not possible, a fountain 
rising and falling. 
A person wants to stand in a happy place, in a poem.  
When the woman turned I could not answer her face. 
Her beauty and her embarrassment struggled together, 

and neither could win. 
She smiled and I smiled.  What kind of nonsense is this? 
Everybody needs a job.  
Yes, a person wants to stand in a happy place, in a poem. 
But first we must watch her as she stares down at her labor, 
which is dull enough. 
She is washing the tops of the airport ashtrays, as big 

as hubcaps, with a blue rag. 
Her small hands turn the metal, scrubbing and rinsing. 
She does not work slowly, nor quickly, like a river. 
Her dark hair is like the wing of a bird.  
I don't doubt for a moment that she loves her life. 
And I want to rise up from the crust and the slop 
and fly down to the river. 
This probably won't happen. 
But maybe it will. 
If the world were only pain and logic, who would want it?  
Of course, it isn't. 
Neither do I mean anything miraculous, but only 
the light that can shine out of a life. 

I mean the way she unfolded and refolded the blue cloth, 
The way her smile was only for my sake; I mean 

the way this poem is filled with trees, and birds.

St Francis and the Sow

The bud

stands for all things,

even for those things that don't flower,

for everything flowers, from within, of self-blessing;

though sometimes it is necessary

to re-teach a thing its loveliness,

to put a hand on its brow

of the flower

and retell it in words and in touch

it is lovely

until it flowers again from within, of self-blessing;

as Saint Francis

put his hand on the creased forehead

of the sow, and told her in words and in touch

blessings of earth on the sow, and the sow

began remembering all down her thick length,

from the earthen snout all the way

through the fodder and slops to the spiritual curl of the tail,

from the hard spininess spiked out from the spine

down through the great broken heart

to the blue milken dreaminess spurting and shuddering

from the fourteen teats into the fourteen mouths sucking and blowing beneath

them:

the long, perfect loveliness of sow.

– Galway Kinnell (Saint Francis And The Sow)

Self-Observation Without Judgment (Danna Faulds)

Release the harsh and pointed inner
voice. it's just a throwback to the past,
and holds no truth about this moment.

Let go of self-judgment, the old,
learned ways of beating yourself up
for each imagined inadequacy.

Allow the dialogue within the mind
to grow friendlier, and quiet. Shift
out of inner criticism and life
suddenly looks very different.

i can say this only because I make
the choice a hundred times a day to release the voice that refuses to
acknowledge the real me.

What's needed here isn't more prodding toward perfection, but
intimacy - seeing clearly, and
embracing what I see.

Love, not judgment, sows the
seeds of tranquility and change.


 From “One Soul”
Stay with your broken heart

Life is a good teacher and a good friend. Things are always in transition, if we could only realize it. Nothing ever sums itself up in the way that we like to dream about. The off-center, in-between state is an ideal situation, a situation in which we don’t get caught and we can open our hearts and minds beyond limit. It’s a very tender, nonaggressive, open-ended state of affairs.

To stay with that shakiness—to stay with a broken heart, with a rumbling stomach, with the feeling of hopelessness and wanting to get revenge—that is the path of true awakening. Sticking with that uncertainty, getting the knack of relaxing in the midst of chaos, learning not to panic—this is the spiritual path. 

Getting the knack of catching ourselves, of gently and compassionately catching ourselves, is the path of the warrior. We catch ourselves one zillion times as once again, whether we like it or not, we harden into resentment, bitterness, righteous indignation—harden in any way, even into a sense of relief, a sense of inspiration.

Every day we could think about the aggression in the world, in New York, Los Angeles, Halifax, Taiwan, Beirut, Kuwait, Somalia, Iraq, everywhere. All over the world, everybody always strikes out at the enemy, and the pain escalates forever. Every day we could reflect on this and ask ourselves, “Am I going to add to the aggression in the world?” Every day, at the moment when things get edgy, we can just ask ourselves, “Am I going to practice peace, or am I going to war?”

That Substance You Taste

The sky-wheel turns us into dawn 

and fills creation again with color.

Let it be our weakness, this thirst-love

for the world, the sun coming up

like red-gold poured!

The potter’s wheel moves,

and shapes change quickly.

Let the jar I am becoming 

turn to a wine cup.

Fill me with your love

for being awake.

I’m no hypocrite renunciate.

Call me this delicious substance

you taste when you create new beauty

Be strong, Hafiz!

Work here inside time,

where we fail, catch hold

again, and climb.






--Hafiz

From “The Hand of Poetry:  The Mystic Poets of Persia”

Omega Publications 1993

Tender Grasses

Tender grasses made me.

Summer breeze and stars made me.

A mother's gentle hands made me.

Sharp pains and fevers made me.

Noble dreams and friends' love

made me who I am.

What made you, my friend?

What were the steps

that brought you here?

Please tell me your story, friend.

Tell me your fears,

your cries for help

that no one heard,

your hopes,

and the laughter deep in your eyes.

Joining hands

in a wide circle,

we reach out together

towards the bird's clear song.

The soil, the wind,

a thousand generations' knowledge

live in your body.

In your heart,

the Sangha dreams

Across the widest ocean

We still see each other.

Within the world's noise

we can hear the silent bell.

Svein Myreng

The Treasure

There once was a man and his name was Isaac.

He lived in such poverty that again and again he went to bed hungry.

One night, he had a dream.

In his dream, a voice told him to go to the capital city and 

look for a treasure under the bridge by the Royal Palace.

“It is only a dream,” he thought when he woke up, and he paid 

no attention to it. The dream came back a second time, 

and Isaac still paid no attention to it.

When the dream came back a third time, he said, 

“Maybe it’s true,” and so he set out on his journey.

Now and then, someone gave him a ride, but most of the way 

he walked. He walked through forests. He crossed over mountains.

Finally he reached the capital city.

But when he came to the bridge by the Royal Palace, 

he found that it was guarded day and night.

He did not dare to search for the treasure. 

Yet he returned to the bridge every morning and wandering

around it until dark. One day, the captain of the guards 

asked him, “Why are you here?”

Isaac told him the dream. The captain laughed.

“You poor fellow,” he said, “what a pity you wore your shoes 

out for a dream! Listen, if I believed a dream I once had, 

I would go right now to the city you came from, and 

I’d look for a treasure under the stove in the house of a 

fellow named Isaac.” And he laughed again.

Isaac bowed to the captain and started on his long way home. 

He crossed over mountains. He walked through forests.

Now and then, someone gave him a ride, but most of the 

When he got home, he dug under his stove, and there he 

found the treasure.

In thanksgiving, he built a house of prayer, and in one of

its corners he put an inscription: Sometimes one must travel 

far to discover what is near: Isaac sent the captain of the 

guards a priceless ruby. And for the rest of his days he lived 

in contentment and he never was poor again. 

Uri Shulevitz

There But for the Grace
It could have happened.

It had to happen.

It happened sooner. Later.

Nearer. Farther.

It happened not to you.

You survived because you were the first.

You survived because you were the last.

Because you were alone. Because of people.

Because you turned left. Because you turned right.

Because rain fell. Because a shadow fell.

Because sunny weather prevailed.

Luckily there was a wood.

Luckily there were no trees. .

Luckily there was a rail, a hook, a beam, a brake,

a frame, a bend, a millimeter, a second.

Luckily a straw was floating on the surface.

Thanks to, because, and yet, in spite of.

What would have happened had not a hand, a foot,

by a step, a hairsbreadth

by sheer coincidence.

So, you're here? Straight from a moment still ajar?

The net had one eyehole, and you got through it?

There's no end to my wonder, my silence.

Listen how fast your heart beats in me.

Wislawa Szymborska

There is a Brokenness

There is a brokenness out of which comes the unbroken,

A shatteredness out of which blooms the unshatterable.

There is a sorrow beyond all grief which leads to joy

And a fragility out of whose depths emerges strength

There is a hollow space too vast for words

Through which we pass with each loss,

Out of whose darkness we are sanctioned into being.

There is a cry deeper than all sound

Whose serrated edges cut the heart as we break open

To the place inside which is unbreakable and whole while learning to sing.

This World Which Is Made of Our Love

For Emptiness

Praise to the emptiness that blanks out existence. Existence:

This place made from our love for that emptiness!

Yet somehow comes emptiness,

this existence goes.

Praise to that happening, over and over!

For years I pulled my own existence out of emptiness.

Then one swoop, one swing of the arm,

that work is over. .

Free of who I was, free of presence, free of

dangerous fear, hope

free of mountainous wanting.

The here-and-now mountain is a tiny piece of a piece

of straw

blown off into emptiness.

These words I'm saying so much begin to lose meaning:

Existence, emptiness, mountain, straw:

Words and what they try to say swept

out the window, down the slant of the roof.

So stay here, you lucky people,

Let go and be happy in the natural state.

Let your complicated life and everyday confusion alone

And out of quietude, doing nothing, watch the nature of mind.

This piece of advice is from the bottom of my heart:

Fully engage in contemplation and understanding is born;

Cherish non-attachment and delusion dissolves;

And forming no agenda at all, reality dawns.

Whatever occurs, whatever it may be, that itself is the key,

And without stopping it or nourishing it, in an even flow,

Freely resting, surrendering to ultimate contemplation,

In naked pristine purity we reach consummation.

- Longchenpa, Treasury of Natural Perfection
This is a Test

Jack Kornfield

 

This life is only a test - it's only a test.

If you had actually been an actual life, you would have received further instructions

on where to go and what to do.

Remember, this is only a test

Too many
Too many activities, and people, and things.

Too many worthy activities, valuable things and interesting people.

For it is not merely the trivial which clutters our lives,

but the important as well.

Anne Morrow Lindbergh

To Begin With, the Sweet Grass

(An excerpt, by Mary Oliver from Evidence)

Will the hungry ox stand in the field and not eat of the sweet grass?  Will the owl bite off its own wings?  Will the lark forget to lift its body in the air or forget to sing?  Will the rivers run upstream?  
Behold, I say - behold the reliability and the finery and the teachings of this gritty earth gift.  
Eat bread and understand comfort. Drink water, and understand delight.  Visit the garden where the scarlet trumpets  are opening their bodies for the hummingbirds  who are drinking the sweetness, who are thrillingly gluttonous.  For one thing leads to another. Soon you will notice how stones shine underfoot. Eventually tides will be the only calendar you believe in.  And someone's face, whom you love, will be as a star both intimate and ultimate, and you will be both heart-shaken and respectful. And you will hear the air itself, like a beloved, whisper: oh, let me, for a while longer, enter the two beautiful bodies of your lungs.

What I loved in the beginning, I think, was mostly myself. Never mind that I had to, since somebody had to. That was many years ago. Since then I have gone out from my confinements, through with difficulty. I mean the ones that thought to rule my heart. I cast them out, I put them on the mush pile. They will be nourishment somehow (everything is nourishment somehow or another). 
And I have become the child of the clouds, and of hope. I have become the friend of the enemy whoever that is. I have become older and, cherishing what I have learned, I have become younger.  And what do I risk to tell you this, which is all I know? Love yourself. Then forget it. Then, love the world.

Too Many Names

Monday is tangled up with Tuesday

And the week with the year:

Time can’t be cut

With your tired scissors,

And all the names of the day

Are rubbed out by the water of night

No one can be name Pedro,

No one is Rosa or Maria,

All of us are dust or sand,

All of us are rain in the rain.

They have talked to me of Venezuelas,

Of Paraguays and Chilies,

I don’t know what they’re talking about:

I’m aware of the earth’s skin

And I know that it doesn’t have a name.

When I lived with the roots

I liked them more than the flowers,

And when I talked with a stone

It rang like a bell.

The spring is so long

That it lasts all winter:

Time lost its shoes:

A year contains four centuries.

When I sleep all these nights,

What am I named or not named?

And when I wake up who am I 

If I wasn’t I when I slept?

This means we have barely 

Disembarked into life,

That we’ve only just now been born,

Let’s not fill our mouths

With so many uncertain names, 

With so many labels, 

With so many pompous letters,

With so much of yours and mine,

With so much singing of papers.

I intend to confuse things, 

To unite them, make them new-born,

Intermingle them, undress them,

Until the light of the world 

Has the unity of the ocean, 

A generous wholeness,

A fragrance alive and crackling.

Full Woman, Fleshly Apple, Hot Moon




 Pablo Neruda

Torrent of Ecstasy

Dam the torrent of ecstasy when it runs in flood,

So that it won’t bring shame and ruin.

But why should I fear ruin?

Under the ruin waits a royal treasure.

He that is drowned in God

Wishes to be more drowned by the waves of the sea.

He asks, Is the bottom of the sea more delightful, or the top?

Is the beloved’s arrow more fascinating, or the shield?

Oh heart, if you recognize any difference between joy and sorrow,

These lies will tear you apart.

Although your desire tastes sweet,

Doesn’t the beloved desire you to be desire-less?

The life of lovers is in death:

You will not win the Beloved’s heart

Unless you lose your own.

Rumi

Two Kinds of Intelligence

There are two kinds of intelligence: One acquired,

as a child in school memorizes facts and concepts

from books and from what the teacher says,

collecting information from the traditional sciences

as well as from the new sciences.

With such intelligence you rise in the world.

You get ranked ahead or behind others

in regard to your competence in retaining

information. You stroll with this intelligence

in and out of fields of knowledge, getting always more

marks on your preserving tablets.

There is another kind of tablet, one

already completed and preserved inside you.

A spring overflowing its spring box. A freshness

in the center of the chest. This other intelligence

does not turn yellow or stagnate. It's fluid,

and it doesn't move from outside to inside

through the conduits of plumbing-learning.

This second knowing is a fountainhead

from within you, moving out.

The Essesential Rumi, Translation by Coleman Barks with John Moyne (Harper, San

Francisco, 1995).

Unafraid of Change

In spite of illness, in spite even of the arch-enemy sorrow, one can remain alive long past the usual date of disintegration if one is unafraid of change, insatiable in intellectual curiosity, interested in big things, and happy in small ways.

Edith Wharton

Unconditional 

Willing to experience aloneness,

I discover connection everywhere;

Turning to face my fear,

I meet the warrior who lives within;

Opening to my loss,

I gain the embrace of the universe;

Surrendering into emptiness,

I find fullness without end.

Each condition I flee from pursues me,

Each condition I welcome transforms me

And becomes itself transformed

Into its radiant jewel-like essence.

I bow to the one who has made it so,

Who has crafted this Master Game;

To play it is purest delight -

To honor its form, true devotion.

– Jennifer Paine Welwood ()

Well of Grief

Those who will not slip beneath

the still surface on the well of grief

turning downward through its black water

to the place we cannot breathe

will never know the source from which we drink

the secret water, cold and clear,

nor find in the darkness glimmering the small round coins

thrown by those who wished for something else.

David Whyte 

The Violence of Modern Life
There is a pervasive form of modern violence to which the idealist fighting for peace by non-violent methods most easily succumbs: activism and over-work. The rush and pressure of modern life are a form, perhaps the most common form, of its innate violence. To allow oneself to be carried away by a multitude of conflicting concerns, to surrender to too many demands, to commit oneself to too many projects, to want to help everyone in everything is to succumb to violence. The frenzy of the activist neutralizes his/her work for peace. It destroys the fruitfulness of his/her own work, because it kills the root of inner wisdom which makes work fruitful.

Thomas Merton

Wage Peace

Wage peace with your breath.

Breathe in firemen and rubble,

breathe out whole buildings and flocks of red wing blackbirds.

Breathe in terrorists

and breathe out sleeping children and freshly mown fields.

Breathe in confusion and breathe out maple trees.

Breathe in the fallen and breathe out lifelong friendships intact.

Wage peace with your listening: hearing sirens, pray loud.

Remember your tools: flower seeds, clothes pins, clean rivers.

Make soup.

Play music, memorize the words for thank you in three languages.

Learn to knit, and make a hat.

Think of chaos as dancing raspberries,

imagine grief

as the outbreath of beauty or the gesture of fish.

Swim for the other side.

Wage peace.

Never has the world seemed so fresh and precious:

Have a cup of tea and rejoice.

Act as if armistice has already arrived.

Celebrate today.

– Judyth Hill 
Warning to Children

Children, if you dare to think

Of the greatness, rareness, muchness

Fewness of this precious only

- Endless world in which you say

You live, you think of things like this:

Blocks pf slate enclosing dappled

Red and green, enclosing tawny

Yellow nets, enclosing white

And black acres of dominoes,

Where a neat brown paper parcel

Tempts you to-untie the string.

In the parcel a small island,

On the island a large tree,

On the tree a husky fruit.

Strip the husk and pare the rind off:

In the kernel you will see

Blocks of slate enclosed by dappled

Red and green, enclosed by tawny

Yellow nets, enclosed by white

And black acres of dominoes,

Where the same brown paper parcel'-

Children, leave the string untied!

For who dares undo the parcel-

Finds himself at once inside it,

On the island, in the fruit,

Blocks of slate about his head,

Finds himself enclosed by dappled

Green and red, enclosed by yellow

Tawny nets, enclosed by black

And white acres of dominoes,

With the same brown paper parcel

Still untied upon his knee.

And, if he then should dare to think

Of the fewness, muchness, rareness,

Greatness of this endless only

Precious world in which he says

He lives-he then unties the string.

Robert Graves

Wanting-Creature

I said to the wanting-creature inside me:

what is this river you want to cross?

There are no travelers on the river-road, and no road.

Do you see anyone moving about on that bank, or

resting?

There is no river at all, and no boat, and no boatman.

There is no towrope either, and no one to pull it.

There is no ground, no sky, no time no bank, no

ford!

And there is no body, and no mind!

Do you believe there is some place that will make the

Soul less thirsty?

In that great absence you will find nothing.

Be strong then, and enter into your own body;

there you have a solid place for your feet.

Think about it carefully!

Don't go off somewhere else!

Kabir says this: just throwaway all thoughts of

imaginary things,

and stand firm in that which you are.

The Kabir Book: Forty Four of the Ecstatic Poems of Kabir, Translation by Robert Bly.

(Beacon Press, Boston, 1993).

When the Trees Sing  Mattie Stepanek, June 5, 1998 (aged 8)

When the trees sing,
It doesn't really matter
If you know the song,
Or if you know the lyrics,
Or even if you know the tune.
What really matters is knowing
That the trees are singing at all.



We are what we think.

All that we are arises with our thoughts.

With our thoughts we make the world.

Speak or act with an impure mind

And Trouble will follow you

As the wheel follows the ox that draws the cart.

We are what we think.

All that we are arises with our thoughts.

With our thoughts we make the world.

Speak or act with a pure mind

and happiness will follow you

As your shadow, unshakable.

"Look how he abused me and beat me,

How he threw me down and robbed me."

Live with such thoughts and you live in hate.

"Look how he abused me and beat me,

How he threw me down and robbed me."

Abandon such thoughts, and live in love.

– Buddha

Where does the real poetry come from?
From the amorous sighs

in this moist dark when making love

with form or

spirit.

Where does poetry live?

In the eye that says, "Wow wee,"

in the overpowering felt splendor

every sane mind knows

when it realises - our life dance

is only for a few magic

seconds.

From the heart saying,

shouting,

"I am so damn

alive."

Hafiz

Where Dolphins Dance

Again

The work starts

As soon as you open eyes in the 

morning.

Hopefully you got

Some good rest last night.

Why go into the city or the fields

Without first kissing

The friend

Who always stands at your door?

It takes only a second.

Habits are human nature –

Why not create some that will mint 

Gold?

Your arms are violin bows

Always moving

I have become very conscious upon

Whom we all play.

Thus my eyes have filled with warm

Soft oceans of divine music

Where jeweled dolphins dance

Then leap into this world.

Don’t go outside your house to see flowers

My Friend, don’t bother with that excursion 

Inside your body there are flowers

One flower has a thousand petals.

That will do for a place to sit.

Sitting there you will have a glimpse of beauty

Inside the body and out of it

Before gardens & after gardens.

Kabir
Working Together

We shape our self

to fit this world

and by the world

are shaped again.

The visible

and the invisible

working together

in common cause,

to produce 

the miraculous.

I am thinking of the way

the intangible air

passed at speed

round a shaped wing

easily

holds our weight.

So may we, in this life

trust

to those elements

we have yet to see

or imagine,

and look for the true

shape of our own self,

by forming it well

to the great 

intangibles about us.

  -- David Whyte       from The House of Belonging        ©1996 Many Rivers Press
The Whole Self

“You put your whole self in

You put your whole self out

Whole self in and you shake it all about”

When I think of the long history of the self

On its journey to becoming the whole self, I get tired.

It was the kind of trip you keep making,

Over and over again, the bag you pack and repack so often 

The shirts start folding themselves the minute

You take them off.

I kept detailed notes in the brown notebook. I could tell you

When the arm joined, when it fell off again,

When the heart found the intended socket and settled down to pumping.

I could make a map of lost organs, the scrambled liver,

the misplaced brain. Finally we met up with one another

on a street corner, in October, during the noon rush.

I could tell you what I was wearing. How suddenly 

the face of the harried waitress made sense. I gave my order

in a new voice. Spoke the word vegetables like precious code.

I had one relapse at a cowboy dance in Bandera, Texas,

Under a sky so fat the full moon

Was sitting right on top of us.

Give me back my villages, I moaned,

The ability to touch and remove the hand 

Without losing anything.

Take me off this mountain where six counties are visible at once.

I want to remember what it felt like, loving by inches.

You put in the whole self-I’ll keep with the toe

Walk Slowly
It only takes a reminder to breathe,
a moment to be still, and just like that,
something in me settles, softens, makes
space for imperfection. The harsh voice
 of judgment drops to a whisper and I
remember again that life isn’t a relay
 race; that we will all cross the finish
line; that waking up to life is what we
were born for. As many times as I
 forget, catch myself charging forward
 without even knowing where I’m going,
that many times I can make the choice
 to stop, to breathe, and be, and walk
 slowly into the mystery.

-Danna Faulds
When the meadows of the body turn grey

When the meadows of the body turn grey

let you eyes soften toward yourself

and those who are close.

Let anyone, anything, inside who has driven you,

let them retire or move at an easier pace.

And where you were once firm,

and might have even said to someone, 

feel my muscle, or admired it yourself.

Yes, now look at the way you have become,

or will someday if you live as long as your may want.

Many do all they can to not have to face

the candle going out.

The wonder of my body aging, dying, is finding

another flame within, a holy eternal

sphere, that will never go out and is more beautiful

than all the form you have known – put together.

When the fields on the body begin to turn gray,

let your hand’s touch upon all, soften.

Why Mira Can't Go Back to Her Old House

The colors of the Dark One have penetrated Mira's body; all

the other colors washed out.

Making love with the Dark One and eating little, those are

my pearls and my carnelians.

Meditation beads and the forehead streak, those are my

scarves and rings.

That's enough feminine wiles for me. My teacher taught me

this.

Approve me or disapprove me: I praise the Mountain Energy

night and day.


I take the path that ecstatic human beings have taken for

centuries.

I don't steal money, I don't hit anyone. What will you charge

me with?

I have felt the swaying of the elephant's shoulders; and now

you want me to climb on a jackass? Try to be serious.

Mirabi: Versions Translated from the Rajastani by Robert Sly

in The Soul is Here for Its Own JOY: Sacred Poems From

Many Cultures (1995) edited by Robert Sly

Why I Wake Early


Hello, sun in my face.

Hello, you who make the morning

and spread it over the fields 

and into the faces of the tulips

and the nodding morning glories,

and into the windows of, even, the 

miserable and the crotchety –

best preacher that ever was,

dear star, that just happens

to be where you are in the universe

to keep us from ever-darkness,

to ease us with warm touching,

to hold us in the great hands of light –

good morning, good morning, good morning.

Watch, now, how I start the day

in happiness, in kindness.

Walking practice

When we walk like we are rushing, we print anxiety and sorrow on the earth. We have to walk in a way that we only print peace and serenity.  Be aware of the contact between your feet and the earth. Walk as if you are kissing the earth with your feet.

Thich Nhat Hahn

Why Do We Exist?

Rod W. MacIver

Why do we exist? Fifty trillion cells make up the human body. Each of those cells, in turn, consists of atoms–countless millions or billions of them–depending on the function of the specific cell. And the atoms? They consist mostly of empty space–protons and neutrons surrounded by electrons. Empty space, just as the universe is mostly empty space.

The human body, this entity of mostly empty space, is space held together, space unified, even if for only a little while, by a life force. Life force needs a purpose. Without a purpose there is no reason for the unity. Without a purpose, life deteriorates, tends to dissolve back into randomness. Without a purpose, a life is less than the sum of its parts.

The atoms existed before the human body they make up existed, and will be here after the life has gone. In the meantime, in the short interval, the atoms are held together by the indescribable, unknowable force—the empty space.

That unknowable force has a purpose, has a path, has a destiny. It may be a destiny denied, but there is a reason for the unity. A life force exists on borrowed energy. A life force is energy captured, for a brief while, from the surrounding world. Then it goes back into the surrounding soup. For those atoms to come together at random, without purpose, and then dissipate into emptiness is, I think, life without meaning. Destiny denied.

  

Wilderness 

BY CARL SANDBURG
There is a wolf in me . . . fangs pointed for tearing gashes . . . a red tongue for raw meat . . . and the hot lapping of blood—I keep this wolf because the wilderness gave it to me and the wilderness will not let it go.    

There is a fox in me . . . a silver-gray fox . . . I sniff and guess . . . I pick things out of the wind and air . . . I nose in the dark night and take sleepers and eat them and hide the feathers . . . I circle and loop and double-cross.

There is a hog in me . . . a snout and a belly . . . a machinery for eating and grunting . . . a machinery for sleeping satisfied in the sun—I got this too from the wilderness and the wilderness will not let it go.

There is a fish in me . . . I know I came from salt-blue water-gates . . . I scurried with shoals of herring . . . I blew waterspouts with porpoises . . . before land was . . . before the water went down . . . before Noah . . . before the first chapter of Genesis.

There is a baboon in me . . . clambering-clawed . . . dog-faced . . . yawping a galoot’s hunger . . . hairy under the armpits . . . here are the hawk-eyed hankering men . . . here are the blonde and blue-eyed women . . . here they hide curled asleep waiting . . . ready to snarl and kill . . . ready to sing and give milk . . . waiting—I keep the baboon because the wilderness says so.

There is an eagle in me and a mockingbird . . . and the eagle flies among the Rocky Mountains of my dreams and fights among the Sierra crags of what I want . . . and the mockingbird warbles in the early forenoon before the dew is gone, warbles in the underbrush of my Chattanoogas of hope, gushes over the blue Ozark foothills of my wishes—And I got the eagle and the mockingbird from the wilderness.

O, I got a zoo, I got a menagerie, inside my ribs, under my bony head, under my red-valve heart—and I got something else: it is a man-child heart, a woman-child heart: it is a father and mother and lover: it came from God-Knows-Where: it is going to God-Knows-Where—For I am the keeper of the zoo: I say yes and no: I sing and kill and work: I am a pal of the world: I came from the wilderness.

Source: The Complete Poems of Carl Sandburg (Harcourt Brace Iovanovich Inc., 1970)
Who Turns

Who turns this into that? Sound into noise?

Aroma into odor? Taste into pleasure or disgust?

Who turns yes into no? Grace into unkindness?

Who turns the present into the past? Who turns the now into the not-now?

As-it-is into as-it-should-be?

Silence into boredom? Stillness into restlessness?

The ordinary into the menial?

Who turns pain into suffering? Change into loss?

Grief into woe? Woe into the story of your life?

Who turns stuff into sentiment? Desire into craving?

Acceptance into aversion?

Peace into war? Us into them?

Who turns life into labor? Time into toil?

Enough into not-enough?

Who turns why into why not?

Who turns delusion into enlightenment?

Who thinks? Who feels? Who senses?

Who turns?

All practice is the practice of making a turn in a different

Direction.

By: Karen Maezen Miller
Wild Geese

You do not have to be good.

You do not have to walk on your knees

for a hundred miles through the desert, repenting.

You only have to let the soft animal of your body love what it loves.

Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine.

Meanwhile the world goes on.

Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain

are moving across the landscapes,

over the prairies and the deep trees,

the mountains and the rivers.

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air,

are heading home again.

Whoever you are, no matter how lonely,

the world offers itself to your imagination,

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting over

and over announcing your place

in the family of things.

Mary Oliver, Dream Work (Grove Atlantic Inc., 1986) & New and Selected Poems
(Beacon Press, 1992)

The Wind One Brilliant Day

The wind, one brilliant day, called

to my soul with an odor of jasmine.

"In return for the odor of my jasmine,

I'd like all the odor of your roses."

"I have no roses; all the flowers

in my garden are dead."

"Well then, I'll take the withered petals

and the yellow leaves and the waters of the fountain."

The wind left. And I wept. And I said to myself:

"What have you done with the garden that was entrusted

to you?"

Antonio Machado

The Wish to Be Generous

All that I serve will die, all my delights,

The flesh kindled from my flesh, garden and field,

The silent lilies standing in the woods,

The woods, the hill, the whole earth, all

Will burn in man’s evil, or dwindle

In its own age. Let the world bring on me

The sleep of darkness without stars, so I may know

My little light taken from me into the seed

Of the beginning and the end, so I may bow

To mystery, and take my stand on the earth

Like a tree in a field, passing without haste

Or regret toward what will be, my life

A patient willing descent into the grass.

Wendell Berry

With that Moon Language

Admit something:

Everyone you see, you say to them, “Love me.”

Of course you do not do this out loud, otherwise

someone would call the cops.

Still, though, think about this, this great pull in us to connect.

Why not become one who lives with a

full moon in each eye that is

always saying,

with that sweet moon language,

what every other eye in

this world is 

dying to hear?

Hafiz

Work Song, part 2: A Vision
If we will have the wisdom to survive,

to stand like slow growing trees

on a ruined place, renewing, enriching it...

 then a long time after we are dead

the lives our lives prepare will live

here, their houses strongly placed

upon the valley sides...

The river will run

clear, as we will never know it...

On the steeps where greed and ignorance cut down

the old forest, an old forest will stand,

its rich leaf-fall drifting on its roots.

The veins of forgotten springs will have opened.

Families will be singing in the fields...

Memory,

native to this valley, will spread over it

like a grove, and memory will grow

into legend, legend into song, song

into sacrament. The abundance of this place,

the songs of its people and its birds,

will be health and wisdom and indwelling

light. This is no paradisal dream.

Its hardship is its reality.

· Wendell Berry

We Have not Come to Take Prisoners 
We have not come here to take prisoners 
But to surrender ever more deeply to freedom and joy.

We have not come into this exquisite world to hold ourselves hostage from love. 

Run, my dear, from anything that may not strengthen your precious budding wings,

Run like hell, my dear, from anyone likely to put a sharp knife into the sacred, tender vision of your beautiful heart. 
 
We have a duty to befriend those aspects of obedience that stand outside of our house and shout to our reason "Oh please, oh please come out and play."  
For we have not come here to take prisoners, 
or to confine our wondrous spirits, 
But to experience ever and ever more deeply our divine courage, freedom, and Light!  
· Hafiz, "The Gift"

You, Darkness

You darkness, that we come from,

I love you more than all the fires

that fence in the world.

for the fire makes

a circle of light for everyone;

and then no one outside learns of you

But the darkness pulls in everything:

shapes and fires, animal and myself.

how easily it gathers them!--

powers and people--

and it is possible a great energy

is moving near me.

I have faith in nights.

Ranier Maria Rilke

ONE (OR MORE) LINERS

Be True

“This above all: to thine own self be true,

And it must follow, as the night the day.

Thou canst not then be false to any man.”

Shakespeare-Hamlet

Dearest Freshness
“There lives the dearest freshness deep down in things.”


         

 Hopkins

Four-Fold Way

Show up and choose to be present.

Pay attention to what has heart and meaning.

Tell the truth, without judgment or blame.

Don’t be attached to outcome

Angeles Arriens

Meditate

To meditate is to be aware of what is going on.

Thich Nhat Hahn

Misfortunes

“I have suffered a great many misfortunes, most of which have never happened.”

Mark Twain

One Being

All human beings are parts of one being 

When one part is in pain

The rest will remain in distress.

Sadi, Iran

Our Life

In the middle of this road we call our life

I found myself in a dark wood

With no clear path through.

Dante Alighieri

Sit There

“Don’t just do something, sit there.”

Sylvia Boorstein

Minds like water

‘We can make our minds so like still water that beings gather about us, that they may see, it may be, their own images, and so live for a moment with a  clearer, perhaps even with a fiercer life because of our quiet.’

WB Yeats

Teaching

The most practical thing we can achieve in any kind of work is insight into what is happening inside of us as we do it. The more familiar we are with our inner terrain, the more surefooted our teaching - and living – becomes.

Parker Palmer

Your Presence 

Love can not be anything but

The totality of your presence.

Rajagopalachari, India

HOLDING BACK

"You can hold yourself back from the sufferings of the world, that is something you are free to do and it accords with your nature,  but perhaps this very holding back  is the one suffering you could avoid".  Franz Kafka
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