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God Speaks to Each of Us 

  
God speaks to each of us  
as God 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 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. 
  

~ Ranier Maria Rilke 
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Star-Gazing   

 

That I am mortal I know and do confess 

my span of day: 

But when I gaze upon 

the thousandfold circling gyre of the stars, 

no longer do I walk on earth 

    but rise 

the peer of God himself to take my fill 

at the ambrosial banquet of the Undying. 

  

~ Claudius Ptolemaeus (Greek-Egyptian 2nd cent) 
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To Lie Face to the Sky 

 

to lie face to the sky 

and water bears them, 

as hawks rest upon air 

and air sustains them, 

so would I learn to attain 

freefall, and float 

into Creator Spirit's deep embrace, 

knowing no effort earns 

that all-surrounding grace. 

  

~ Denise Levertov 
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Expiration 
 

Quiet the mind 
be still 
and watch the breath of God 
rise and fall 
in all things. 
Allow God's breath 
to be your breath; 
to be your nature. 
The nature of God 
is to love and be loved; 
your desire to love creates intention, 
intention focuses attention, 
attention illuminates understanding 
understanding manifests forgiveness. 
Forgiveness is the fountainhead of Love. 
Intend to be Love 
and know death for what it is - 
The inbreath of God. 

 
(author unknown) 
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Give Us This Day Our Daily Forgiveness  
 

Give us this day our daily forgiveness: 
for things done and undone, 
for words said and unsaid, 
for being much less than we know how to be. 
 
Give us this day the forgiveness we need 
to sleep through the night, 
to arise in the morning, 
to live through each day as if it were the first. 
 
Give us today belief in forgiveness: 
the grace to accept it, 
the love to bestow it, 
the wisdom to hold it essential for life. 
 
Amen. 
 

~ Annie Bellinger Hammon 
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A Celtic Blessing 

 

Bless to me, O God, 

 my soul and my body; 

bless to me, O God, 

 my belief and my condition; 

 

bless to me, O God, 

 my heart and my speech, 

and bless to me, O God, 

 the handling of my hand; 

 

 strength and busyness of morning, 

habit and temper of modesty, 

force and wisdom of thought, 

and Thine own path, O God of virtues, 

 ‘til I go to sleep this night; 

 

 Thine own path, O God, of virtues, 

  ‘til I go to sleep this night. 

 

 

~ Ancient Celtic blessing 
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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 



9 

 

I Have Such a Teacher 

  

Last night my teacher taught me the lesson of poverty, 

having nothing and wanting nothing. 

I am naked standing inside a mine of rubies, 

clothed in red silk. 

I absorb the shining and now I see the ocean, 

billions of simultaneous motions 

moving in me. 

A circle of lovely, quiet people 

becomes the ring on my finger. 

  

Then the wind and thunder of rain on the way. 

I have such a teacher. 

  

~ Rumi 
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Mozart, for Example 

 

All the quick notes 

Mozart didn’t have time to use 

before he entered the cloud-boat 

 

are falling now from the beaks 

of the finches 

that have gathered from the joyous summer 

 

into the hard winter 

and, like Mozart, they speak of nothing 

but light and delight, 

 

though it is true, the heavy blades of the world 

are still pounding underneath. 

And this is what you can do too, maybe, 

 

if you live simply and with a lyrical heart 

in the cumbered neighborhoods or even, 

as Mozart sometimes managed to, in a palace, 

 

offering tune after tune after tune, 

making some hard-hearted prince 

prudent and kind, just by being happy. 

 

~ Mary Oliver from Thirst 
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Red Onion, Cherries, Boiling Potatoes, Milk 

 

Here is a soul, accepting nothing. 

Obstinate as a small child 

refusing tapioca, peaches, toast. 

 

The cheeks are streaked, but dry. 

The mouth is firmly closed in both directions. 

 

Ask, if you like, 

if it is merely sulking, or holding out for better. 

The soup grows cold in the question. 

The ice cream pools in its dish. 

 

Not this, is all it knows.  Not this. 

As certain cut flowers refuse to drink in the vase. 

 

And the heart, from its great distance, watches, 
helpless. 

 

~ Jane Hirshfield 
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Instructions 
 

Hold the silence like 

a mother holds her child. 

 

Hold your ground while 

all around you structures 

crumble into nothing. 

 

Focus on the still point 

in your center until you 

are filled with light, until 

 

Spirit speaks to you in 

words you understand, 

until the love in your 

 

heart grows so strong 

it must be shared. 

 

~ Donna Faulds 

 



13 

 

Life's Rainbow 
  

Beginnings are lacquer red 

     fired hard in the kiln 

     of hot hope; 

  

Middles, copper yellow 

     in sunshine, 

     sometimes oxidize green 

     with tears; but 

  

Endings are always indigo 

     before we step 

     on the other shore. 

  

~ Sheila Banani 
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Circle 

 

When we sit here in a  

circle and grow still, 

the energy of Spirit 

fills us.  Until we 

surrender to the silence, 

we stay on the choppy 

surface of the mind. 

As the breath grows 

quiet, we go behind 

thought, beneath 

confusion, fear, and 

doubt.  When we sit 

here in a circle and 

grow still, the mystery 

of truth and vastness 

transforms our separate 

energies into one heart, 

one consciousness, 

one being – present 

and fulfilled. 

  

~ Danna Faulds 
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Silent Friend of Many Distances 

 

Silent friend of many distances, feel 
how your breath enlarges all of space. 
Let your presence ring out like a bell 
into the night.  What feeds upon your face 
  
grows mighty from the nourishment thus 
offered.  Move through transformation, out and 
in.  What is the deepest loss that you have 
suffered?  If drinking is bitter, change yourself to 
wine. 
  
In this immeasurable darkness, be the power 
that rounds your senses in their magic ring, 
the sense of their mysterious encounter. 
  
And if the earthly no longer knows your name, 
whisper to the silent earth:  I'm flowing. 
To the flashing water say:  I am. 
  

~ Ranier Maria Rilke 
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Your Life Is Your Ark 

 

Your life is your ark,  

the means of your survival. 

What if you could keep  

only consequential things  

in it? 

What would you get rid of? 

Holy and Eternal,  

wise and wonderful, 

Creator of the universe 

and all that is in it, 

help us to sort through 

everything we’ve gathered 

and gently remind us 

to travel light. 

Amen. 

 

~ Anonymous 
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The Night Skater   

 

Relishing this health, this singleness, 

I reach myself out along the surface of a crystal 

that cleaves clear down to my own cold roots. 

I am the chill wind, passing… 

 

How simple this motion, how free of life and death, 

how like a god’s in his changing! 

It fathoms me:  ten thousand stars have scattered 

glistening of midnight all along my veins. 

 

~ Frederick Morgan 
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Perhaps Our Eyes 

 

Perhaps our eyes need to be 

washed by our tears 

once in awhile, so that we  

can see life with a clearer 

view again. 

 

~ Alex Tam 
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Border 

 

In the moment at the border  

of what was and what will be— 

Stillness in the observation,  

not yet knowing what we see; 

In the dawning recognition,  

light transfigures all below, 

and the world bends in new patterns;  

seas raised up, the hills made low. 

 

We are called inside the moment;  

mind and heart and strength arise 

We will know beyond all knowing  

as we start to realize 

How the change has wounded each one,  

how the wounds will change our lives; 

In the face of stunning terror,  

human dignity survives. 

 

Understanding guides our action—  

we begin to steer our fate 

Running into flames and carnage,  

showering reason onto hate; 

Building justice, teaching mercy,  

giving all to do our part 

Bind the broken, mend the injured,  

heal the wounded human heart. 

 

~ Sheila Dunlop 



20 

 
Nothing Lasts 

  

"Nothing lasts" - 

how bitterly the thought attends each loss. 

  

"Nothing lasts" - 

a promise also of consolation. 

  

Grief and hope 

the skipping rope's two ends, 

twin daughters of impatience. 

  

One wears a dress of wool, the other cotton. 

  

~ Jane Hirshfield 
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Deciduous Spring   

 

Now, now, the world 

all gabbles joy like geese, for 

an idiot glory the sky 

bangs.  Look! 

All leaves are new, are 

now, are 

bangles dangling and 

spangling, in sudden air 

wangling, then 

hanging quiet, bright. 

 

The world comes back, and again 

is gabbling, and yes, 

remarkably worse, for 

the world is a whirl of  

green mirrors gone wild with 

deceit, and the world 

whirls green on a string, then 

the leaves go quiet, wink 

from their own shade, secretly. 

 

Keep still, just a moment, leaves. 

 

There is something I am trying to remember. 

  

~ Robert Penn Warren 
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If You Have One Hour of Air 

 

If you have one hour of air 

and many hours to go, 

you must breathe slowly. 

  

If you have one arm's length 

and many things to care for, 

you must give freely. 

  

If you have one chance to know God 

and many doubts, you must 

set your heart on fire. 

  

We are blessed. 

  

Each day is a chance. 

We have two arms 

Fear wastes air. 

  

~ Mark Nepo 
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I Dream A World  

 

I dream a world where man  

No other will scorn,  

Where love will bless the earth  

And peace its paths adorn  

I dream a world where all  

Will know sweet freedom's way,  

Where greed no longer saps the soul  

Nor avarice blights our day.  

A world I dream where black or white,  

Whatever race you be,  

Will share the bounties of the earth  

And every man is free,  

Where wretchedness will hang its head  

And joy, like a pearl,  

Attends the needs of all mankind-  

Of such I dream, my world! 

 

~ Langston Hughes 
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The Way in Your Own Heart 

 

Follow diligently the Way in your own heart, 

but make no display of it to the world. 

Keep behind, and you shall be put in front; 

keep out, and you shall be kept in. 

The one who humbles self shall be preserved entire. 

The one who bends shall be made straight. 

The one who is empty shall be filled. 

The one who is worn out shall be renewed. 

  

~ Lao-Tzu 
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Come, Come, Whoever You Are 

 

Come, come, whoever you are, 

wanderer, worshipper, lover of leaving -  

     it doesn't matter, 

ours is not a caravan of despair. 

Come, even if you have broken your vows a 

     hundred times 

come, come again, come. 

  

~ Rumi 
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The Swan 

 

Did you too see it, drifting, all night, on the black river? 

Did you see it in the morning, rising into the silvery air - 

An armful of white blossoms, 

A perfect commotion of silk and linen as it leaned 

into the bondage of its wings; a snowbank,  

a bank of lilies, 

Biting the air with its black beak? 

Did you hear it, fluting and whistling 

A shrill dark music - like the rain pelting the trees - 

like a waterfall 

Knifing down the black ledges? 

And did you see it, finally, just under the clouds - 

A white cross Streaming across the sky, its feet 

Like black leaves, its wings  

Like the stretching light of the river? 

And did you feel it, in your heart, how it pertained to 
everything? 

And have you too finally figured out what beauty is for? 

And have you changed your life? 

  

~ Mary Oliver 
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Prayer for Unity 

 

You, the one 

From whom on different paths 

All of us have come. 

 

To whom on different paths 

All of us are going. 

Make strong in our hearts what unites us. 

 

Build bridges across all that divides us; 

United make us rejoice in our diversity. 

 

At one in our witness to your peace, 

A rainbow of your glory.  

Amen. 

 

~ Br. David Steindl-Rast, OSB  
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Bearing the Light 

 

Rain-diamonds,  

this winter morning,  

embellish the tangle of unpruned pear-tree twigs;  

each solitaire, placed, it appears,  

with considered judgement,  

bears the light beneath the rifted clouds --  

the indivisible shared out in endless abundance. 

 

~ Denise Levertov 



29 

 

I Will Sing a New Song 

  

The old song of my spirit has wearied itself out.  It has 

long ago been learned by heart so that now it repeats 

itself over and over, bringing no added joy to my days 

or lift to my spirit.  It is a good song, measured to a 

rhythm to which I am bound by ties of habit and timidity 

of mind.  The words belong to old experiences which 

once sprang fresh as water from a mountain crevice 

fed by melting snows.  But my life has passed beyond 

to other levels where the old song is meaningless.  I 

demand of the old song that it meet the need of 

present urgencies.  Also, I know that the work of the old 

song, perfect in its place, is not for the new demand! 

I will sing a new song.  As difficult as it is, I must learn 

the new song for the new need.  I must fashion new 

words born of all the new growth of my life, my mind, 

and my spirit.  I must prepare for new melodies that 

have never been mine before, that all that is within me 

may lift my voice unto God. How I love the old 

familiarity of the wearied melody – how I shrink from 

the discords of the new untried harmonies. 

Teach me, God the new song, that I may rejoice with 

each new day and delight my spirit in each fresh 

unfolding.  I will sing, this day, a new song unto the 

Lord. 

 

~ Howard Thurman 
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All the Difficult Hours and Minutes  

by Jane Hirshfield  

 

All the difficult hours and minutes  

are like salted plums in a jar.  

Wrinkled, turn steeply into themselves,  

they mutter something the color of  sharkfins  
to the glass.  

Just so, calamity turns toward calmness.  

First the jar holds the umeboshi, then the rice does. 

As we live, we are transmitters of life. 
And when we fail to transmit life, 
life fails to flow through us (D H Lawrence) 

So let us celebrate the richness and diversity of life in 
the presentness of God. 

"In you shall all the families of the earth be 
blessed." (Genesis 12:4b)   

You come in the night to me calling me out to be a 
blessing - telling me my family will be star-flung and 
shore-sand many.   

You come in the night to me and change my name 
and ask me to go away from familiar, from home, to be 
a blessing for you, a word, a voice of God-stroking for 
strangers and other wanderers who find in me - a 
name and blessing. 
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Grandfather 

 

Grandfather, 
look at our brokenness. 
  
We know that in all creation 
only the human family 
has strayed from the Sacred Way. 
  
We know that we are the ones  
who are divided 
and we are the ones  
who must come back together 
to walk in the Sacred Way. 
  
Grandfather, 
Sacred One, 
teach us love, compassion, and honor 
that we may heal the earth 
and heal each other. 
 

~ Ojibway prayer 
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You’re Song 

 

You're song, 

a wished-for song. 

  

Go through the ear to the center 

where sky is, where wind, 

where silent knowing. 

  

Put seeds and cover them. 

Blades will sprout 

where you do your work. 

  

~ Rumi 
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And I Saw the River 

 

And I saw the river 

over which every soul must pass 

to reach the kingdom of heaven 

and the name of that river was suffering - 

and I saw the boat  

which carries souls across the river 

and the name of that boat was 

love. 

  

~ Saint John of the Cross 
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I Am the Boundless Ocean 

 

I am the boundless ocean. 
  
This way and that, 
the wind, blowing where it will, 
drives the ship of the world. 
  
But I am not shaken. 
  
I am the unbounded deep 
in whom the waves of all the worlds 
naturally rise and fall. 
  
But I do not rise or fall. 
  
I am the infinite deep 
in whom all the worlds 
appear to rise. 
  
Beyond all form, 
forever still. 
  
Even so am I. 
  

~ Ashtavakra Gita, unknown Hindu master 
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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 different kinds of knowing. 
The lame goat's kind is a branch 
that traces back to the roots of presence. 
  
Lean from the lame goat, 
and lead the herd home. 
  

~ Rumi 
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Courage 

 

Courage is the price that life exacts for granting 
peace. 

The soul that knows it not, know no release 

from little things; 

know not the livid loneliness of fear, 

nor mountain heights where bitter joy can hear 

the sound of wings. 
  

~ Amelia Earhart 
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For Solitude 
  

May you recognize in your life the presence, 

power, and light of your soul. 

May you realize that you are never alone, 

that your soul in its brightness and belonging 

connects you intimately with the rhythm  
of the universe. 

May you have respect for your individuality  
and difference. 
  

May you realize that the shape of your soul is unique, 

that you have a special destiny here, 

that behind the facade of your life 

there is something beautiful and eternal happening. 
  

May you learn to see your self 

with the same delight, 

pride, and expectation 

with which God sees you in every moment. 

 

~ John O'Donohue 



38 

 
They Say a Child Is Born 

 

They say a child is born 

a blank shape to be molded, 

a tabula rasa to be written upon. 

But children come 

like a plant with a rhizome - 

its food source, 

the genetic coding for what flower it will become, 

how often it will bear fruit, 

what its artistry is; 

all of that born into it with the seed. 

The role of the gardener, then, 

is simply to discern the manner of plant 

or child trying to emerge. 

The role of the gardener, 

or parent them, 

is simply to ask, 

"How do I help it grow 

into what it is in its roots?" 

  

~ Dawna Markova 
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On the Mystery of the Incarnation 
 

It's when we face for a moment 

the worst our kind can do, and shudder to know 

the taint in our own selves, that awe 

cracks the mind's shell and enters the heart: 

not to a flower, not to a dolphin, 

to no innocent form 

but to this creature vainly sure 

it and no other is god-like, God 

(out of compassion for our ugly 

failure to evolve) entrusts, 

as guest, as brother, 

the Word.  

 

~ Denise Levertov 
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Teach Your Children 

 

Teach your children 
what we have taught our children - 
  
that the earth is our mother. 
Whatever befalls the earth 
befalls the sons and daughters of the earth. 
  
If men spit upon the ground, 
they spit upon themselves. 
  
This we know. 
The earth does not belong to us; 
we belong to the earth. 
This we know. 
  
All things are connected 
like the blood which unites one family. 
All things are connected. 
  
Whatever befalls the earth 
befalls the sons and daughter of the earth. 
We did not weave the web of life; 
we are merely a strand in it. 
Whatever we do to the web, 
we do to ourselves... 
  

~ Chief Seattle 
  

 

* In 1876, all Native Americans were order to move  
onto reservations 
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This Morning 

 

This morning as I kindle the fire upon my hearth, 

I pray that the flame of God's love may burn in my 
heart, 

and the hearts of all I meet today. 
  

I pray that no envy and malice, 

no hatred or fear,  

may smother the flame. 
  

I pray that indifference and apathy,  

contempt and pride, 

may not pour like cold water on the fire. 
  

Instead, may the spark of God's love 

light the love in my heart, 

that it may burn brightly through the day. 
  

And may I warm those that are lonely, 

whose hearts are cold and lifeless, 

so that all may know the comfort of God's love. 
  

~ traditional Celtic prayer 
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Gethsemane 
  

The grass never sleeps. 

Or the roses. 

Nor does the lily have a secret eye  

that shuts until morning. 
  
Jesus said, wait with me.  But the disciples slept. 
  
The cricket has such splendid fringe on its feet, 

and it sings, have you noticed, with its whole body, 

and heaven knows if it ever sleeps. 
  
Jesus said, wait with me.   

And maybe the stars did, maybe 

the wind wound itself into a silver tree, and didn't 

move, 

     maybe 

the lake far away, where once he walked as on a  

     blue pavement, 

lay still and waited, wild awake. 
  

Oh the dear bodies, slumped and eye-shut,  

that could not 

keep that vigil, how they must have wept, 

so utterly human, knowing this too 

must be a part of the story. 
  

~ Mary Oliver 
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It Is the Destruction of the World  
 

It is the destruction of the world  
in our own lives 
that drives us half insane, 
and more than half. 
  
To destroy that which we were 
given in trust: 
how will we bear it? 
  
It is our own bodies that we give  
to be broken, 
our bodies existing  
before and after us,  
in cold and cloud, 
worm and tree that we, 
driving or driven, 
despise in our haste to die, 
our country spent  
in shining cars 
speeding to junk. 
  
To have lost, wantonly, 
the ancient forests, 
the vast grasslands, 
is our madness, 
the presence  
in our very grief. 
  

~ Wendell Berry 



44 

 
We Begin by Honoring the Light 

 

We begin by honoring the Light. 

We light candles for our families, our beloved, our 

friends, for all our relations; 

For those who are near and for those from whom we 

feel an unwanted distance; 

For the newborn, for the elderly, and for all the 

wounded children. 

May the candles inspire us to use our powers  

     to heal and not to harm, 

     to help and not to hinder, 

     to bless and not to curse. 

May their radiance pour out upon our hearts, 

and spread light into the darkened corners of our 

world. 

  

~ adapted from a Passover Haggadah by Rachel 
Altman and Mary Jane Ryan 
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Last Night as I was Sleeping 
 

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.   
 

~ Antonio Machado 


