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“We have only this moment,

J/ﬂrkl in7 like ﬂZtﬂr in our hand, BﬁINQ MOM-ENTS
and melting like a snowyiake.”

~ MAarie Eeyan ﬁﬂ7
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SINGING Your NAME

5unligl’1t shimmers
througlﬂ the leaves...
me]ting evergthing
around me...

There is no fear...

in this mclting

Just rapt attention...
and awe at the miracle
of seeing...

Moments,
come, one after another,
as it adamhas given way,

uPstrcam....

]t’s too much, sometimes...

this beholding,

the miracle of bein

washing though me...

]mages, sounds
and wordless whisPcrs...
all here...

in this moment...

a”...singing Your name...

OCEAN oF Briss

O ening the
sott Petals 01(
this moment...

beholcling

melts

me,

breatlﬂing.‘
unfolds...

me....

clisso]ving soliclitg.‘.

liquhcying me...

Fresence
ﬂowers,
blossoming

into fullness...

Howing in waves,

rac{iating outward...

Ocean of bliss...
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AN 1jou KEMEMBER

Can you remember?
..t was not so long ago...

whcr\ space stretched out a” arounc{ you

crac”ing the softness of you... EV;E]Uj TIME I DIE
and all that your body loved

was around you...whispering... Somehow,
“AWelcome..\Welcome...” every time | die,

] become more mgsc]p.‘.
Can you remember?
..it was not so long ago... Somel‘low,
when the sun drenched you

with kisses... every time | die,
and the wind cradled you in its arms... | become more
w}ﬂispcring... in line

with (od...
« Ahhhh..»

Ancl, can you remember?

..it was not that long ago...

when you knew who you really were...

the silent spaces between words and things...

ch...and then, in that vastness,

HOU rcmembcr...
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Love's BLESsSING

T he mind struggles
with the eternal
rising and Fa”ing of
who we are,

where we are,

how we are,

qucstioning cveryt/ving...

Can there ever be
certainty,
in all of this revolving

eternitg?
Tl’xc heart answers,

“Who needs
certainty, when the

wind caresses m
hairwith the delicate

tender waves of

]ove that course tl'xrough

the air...

| ove needs no
explanation,

no final destination...

itis...
and for that,

we are...

blessed.”

AMNESS

Breathing,

| remember,
begond memory...
ricling

ancient river

of breath....

Spacc dissolves,
time expands...

eyes soften...

Speechlcss presence....
rac}iating.i.in all directions...

]am...

bCCOFﬂCS amness...

and...
bliss...

7
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T#13 LovE

]n and amongst this | ove

there are no sl’wou!ds, oughts and musts...
no fears that rattle the mind...
nojudgmcnts to Poison the soul...

]n and amongst this | ove
the kindness of Creation
reaches its tender hands

in welcome...

]n and amongst this | ove
] am cradled in the vastness

]n and amongst this | ove

all-that-is sings my nameless name...

]n and amongst this | ove

] lie down

worn out and tired,

to be refreshed 133 gent]cness,
and rapturc

]n and amongst this | ove
] Fina”g cease to think,

or SPCal(...

]n and amongst this | ove..

MELTING FEAR

Throughout historg
seParateness

}185 Plagued us...

Like some massive
unFurling of hate...

This against that,
him against her,
me against you,
strugg!e and s’crhce,

bloodging and bruising us...

The cry comes loud,
and sometimes in whimpers,
“how do ] know which way to go,

how do ] know whom to trust!”...

Aﬂc{ the battle ensues...
until we sense fear around
every corner there is somethin

uncertain, treacherous and c{angerous..‘

Thenm

like some luminescent being,
unFoHing before us...

radiating out in all directions...
we find ourselves in the presence
of a oneness so deep‘..

so vast...

we me]tm
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and the 1Cear that has
haunted us...
begins to recede...

Until there is nothing left
but the faint whispers

of a Forgotten m’ghtmare...

like the last thin lines of
smoke

from a fire that has
burned through

the rnght..

and even those ashes
somehow

cool now,

Join the dance...

and sing a new &ag into

existence...

A dag w}mere lOV@

melts a“ Fearm

INEXHAUSTIRBLE

Thereis something...
something inexhaustible
at the root, at the core

of this moment.

Inexhaustible,

like the infinite sea
existing

before me...

before ] came to be

|nexhaustible

as the infinite sky‘..
stretclﬂing out before me
continuin

bC\leﬂd W}']CFC ] can sece...

But, this me,
this |...

this am

that ] am
spira]s around
this core,

this root,

| speak of..

That] recede

back into

this inexhaustible somctl‘ling
Perhars no~tl‘xing..<

no violent death
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bu’c, no matter what)

it is...inexhaustible.

This something
that is a no~t}1ing...
lets me taste

the infinite...
immortal...

peace within me ...

lts core rings out,
deeplg) ]oudlg,
silent!g...

reaching me
where no other

can...

I ncom assing
vast endless
expanses

of stars...

and infinite space...

lﬂ this inexhaustible

somethin

from which evergthing

grows“.

Here“.

l am PCaCC‘

No wound

no wrenching
of my soul
orany other’s
wavers me,

or shatters
me...

This inexhaustible

no~thingness
sustains and

nourishes.

Forinit

| sce all places
all times...

all thingsm

and no~thing...



Broken BREAD

T here is a wisdom in ’cl’n’ngs
like the stillness of a lakc,

or mist rising from the sea...

A vastness,

lging in wait

for those moments
the veil of tears fall...

and we see tl'\ings,
in a moment

as theg rea”y are...

but, al‘x, 50 brimc,

like ]igh’ming,

in the distance,

is this great presence of (God

waiting to be known.

So much
we can neither grasp,

nor l’]Ol&

yet,

somehow,

this smallness that we are,
is necessary

so we can be broken,

and thus 1<nown,

133 that which is begond us,

and yes, inside of us,

dgiﬂg, yes c{ging, to be known.

Break me open this dag
| ord,

make me bread for your
tab]e,

and allow me to remcmber,
your presence,

ﬂickcring in the distancc,
which is really,

inside

OF me...

L3
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SEASON 0F THE SourL

The skg’s clear

] can see again...

T he darkness gave

birth to the light...

The silence to the song...

]mpenetrable }35 reason...

the heart beats on...

Knowing something unknowable)
speaking a Ianguagc Forgotten
dancing a dance half

scen...

On the other side lies

the missing, Piecesu.

we travel there half knowing

just IﬁoPing...lﬁoPing fora

glimPse of where the beating began...

and where in its incessant
rhgthmic ca”ing it is
taidng us.

Do we dare follow?

Entranced bg a dancing

goddess hidden in the shadows...
asking us to surrender all we've known,

a” we’ve heard te” oxc wlﬁat is real.

(Can we, can we,
breathc, move,
sing, and dance out
the rhytlﬂms of eternity?

Do we have faith?
faith in the nigl‘xt,
faith in rhgthm,

faith in love...

faith in life...

T he life of the soul...

transcending death
seeing it for what it is...

simplg.“

clcarlg...

a season of the soul..‘
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Dyng To BE Bogn

Thcre is a time aFoot,

where the ancient wisdom

echoes the knowing

quaking in your bones,
dging to be...

Thcre is a time afoot...
for oPening the

treasure locked within,

The new WOF]CI

will not be made
of brick and mortar,

lt is the Place
found 53

tuming within...

Glancing

arouncl the corner

oxcyour own CBCS‘..

| isten c]oselg
to the spaces
between your thouglﬁts,

There..‘

you will hear the humJ
the stirring

of (God...

Dgiﬂg to be bom,
n yes... Hourﬂesh...

Now

| wonder if
this collection

of moments

called lhcc,

Fragilc,
cPl—\emeral, and

imPcrmanent,

hides sometlﬂing,
cternal...endless...

inexplicable...

[ ike some wild,

exotic, vast and
unimaginab]e

spaciousness...

T his is what

SHSI’IFOUCIS

every moment...

And, do we,
dor’t we PerPetuauﬁ
miss the caress

this moment Providcs’.’

]gnoring
the M\ljsterg

this moment

cradles us in...

Z7



Who we are,

and can ]DC

and PcrhapsJ

l’laVC always EDCCI’L‘.

Stop,

breathe...

| ove this moment...

and no other...
and enter

the kingclom..‘

NOW...

z8

TRUE SILENCE

Out of the woods of remembrance
where the Path of wonder is found
you will hear for the first time

true silence.

A Pinpoint of stillness
merging, the forest wind
with the sound

of your own brcathing.

In this si]cncc,
the voices of the ancient ones
share the secret of | ife.

And the shadows

O]C 5OUF own !anguage

are no ]ongcr spoken 139 the child.

Hcaring 50 di#ercntlg now
the silence
nature sings

rcminding you

of Bcing...

Z7



