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- Then he told them-a parable: "The land of a rich man
produced abundantly. And he thought to himself, What
should | do, for | have no place to store my crops?' Then he
said, | will do this: | will pull down my barns and build
larger ones, and there | will store all my grain and my
goods. And | will say to my soul, Soul, you have ample
goods laid up for many years; relax, eat, drink, be merry.’
But God said to him, You fool! This very night your life is
being demanded of you. And the things you have prepared,
whose will they be?’ So it is with those who store up
treasures for themselves but are not rich toward God.” —
Luke 12.16-21 |



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 = Book of Hours



“The Empty Garlic” = Rumi

You miss the garden,
because you want a small fig from a random tree...

No more advice.

Let yourself be silently drawn
by the stronger pull of what you really love.






s lWhere EVeryth|ng IS MUSiC’ — Rumi (trans. Barks)

Don’t worry about saving these songs!
And if one of our instruments breaks,
it doesn’t matter.

We have fallen into the place

where everything is music.

The strumming and the flute notes
rise into the atmosphere,

‘and even if the whole world’s harp
should burn up, there will still be
hidden instruments playing.



s lWhere EVeryth|ng IS MUSiC’ — Rumi (trans. Barks)

So what if the candle flickers and goes out.
We still have a piece of flint, and a spark.

This singing art is just sea foam.

The graceful movements come from a pearl
somewhere on the ocean floor.

Poems reach up like spindrift (sea-spray) and the
edge

of driftwood along the beach, wanting more —
pointing to more!



‘Where Everything Is Music’ — Rumi (rans. sarks

Where they come

From is a slow and powerful root
that we can’t see.

Stop the words now.

Open the window in the centre of your chest,
and let the spirits fly in and out.






