
Morning Prayer

Prayers from our community, with borrowed bits from the psalmists, the liturgies of the Iona and Northumbria communities, and from friends and heroes such as Thomas Merton, Robert Jenson, and Oscar Romero.

Bold print is said all together.
+ indicates that you may make the sign of the cross.

	
		+ In the name of the Father,
  	 	    and of the Son,
  	 	    and of the Holy Spirit.
		   Amen. 
		 



Invocation and Approach

    Leader:         Come, triune God, 
		Giver of life.
		Be near us now. 

Father of all people,
		Son of the earth,
		Spirit of all time,
		
		Father of Abraham,
		Son of faithful Mary,
		Spirit of Israel’s hope, 

		as You have sought us,
we search for You today. 

	All: 	Again we open our eyes to see you.

	Leader:   Today is full of hope because Jesus was 		                                     	                crucified and has risen.

	   All:	       God has turned the world right-side up,
		       New creation has begun.

           Leader: 	With the rocks and the saints, 
		with Your world and Your Church, 
		
	All:	We say that You are good.
		 Your faithfulness continues through all 		generations.
	


Leader:	 We approach You Spirit, teacher of holy dissent,   
	 We place our few days in your hands.

All:	We will travel to You through a thousand blind 	alleys.
		
Leader:  You want to bring us to You through stone walls.

All:	  In all our  wanderings, in light and in dark,	
	  You are the journey and the journey’s end.  
	
 

			

			 
Prayer of confession and restoration

Leader:  God, you have shown us what is good:
	   to act justly and love mercy,
	   to walk humbly with You.
	  You have made way for the impossible
	   through Jesus, our example.
	   But often we have chosen to hide, 
	   and to protect ourselves at the expense of others. 
	   In our actions, and in the structures we support,
	   we are so often derailed by fear, laziness and 	   pride. 




All:		Forgive us

Leader: 	when we have kept silent,
		 though You asked us to speak;
		 when we have lashed out,
		 though You asked us to forgive.
		 
All:		Renew us

Leader:	for we have ignored
		the cries of the poor;
		we have chosen ease 
		and convenience
		over Your good life; 
 		and we have trampled You in creation,
		by deed or by neglect.
		 
All:		 Grow us in love

Leader:		 for we have allowed our need for control
		 to displace our trust in You;
		 we have listened first to the leadings of  		anxiety, anger and shame;  
		 sometimes we have even put ourselves as 		gods before You and others.
		
		Lord, have mercy.
		Our sins are as scarlet.
 


Silence (Preparing our hearts)

	
	Leader:  Before God, with the people of God,
		  I confess to my brokenness:
		  to the ways I wound my life,
		  the lives of others,
		  and the life of the world. 

	ALL: 	  May God forgive you, Christ renew you, 
	         	  and the Spirit enable you to grow in love. 

	Leader: Amen. 

	ALL: 	 Before God, with the people of God,
	         	 we confess to our brokenness:
	        	 to the ways we wound our lives,
	        	 the lives of others,
	         	 and the life of the world. 

	Leader:  May God forgive you, Christ renew you,
		  and the Spirit enable you to grow in love. 

	ALL: 	  Amen. 

	Leader:  Hear now the words of Jesus:
		  Your sins are forgiven.
		  Go in peace;
		  come and follow me. 


Affirmation

Leader: 	Now forgiven, we are able to remember:

All:	 	We believe in God,
		Maker of heaven and earth, 
		of all things visible and invisible,
		who has come in Jesus
		to reconcile and make new,
		who has sent the Spirit
		to guide, comfort and confront his people.   

Leader: 	Now renewed, our tongues are loosed to say:

All:		We believe in one Church, one broken body,
		given by God
		as a sign for all the earth. 
		We affirm the goodness of God 
		at the heart of humanity,
		planted more deeply than all that is wrong.
		We believe in the forgiveness of sins,
		and we hope in the promise of new life.

Leader: 	Now, made white as snow, our very lives 		received as gift, we say:

All:		We believe that Jesus is 
		the one worthy to be followed,
		and through him we know
		that in life, in death, in life beyond death,
		God is with us.







Leader:	Therefore we will not fear, 				though the earth give way and the mountains 		fall into the heart of the sea,
		though our hearts grow weary
		and our best intentions fail. 

		God alone is our hope and our strength,
		in Him we place our trust. 






Scripture and reading

Reflection/discussion










Prayer

	Leader: And now, as Jesus taught us, we say:	
	
	ALL:     Our Father in heaven,
	             hallowed be Your name,
		Your kingdom come,
		Your will be done on earth as in heaven,
		give us today our daily bread
		forgive us our sins
		as we forgive those who sin against us,
		save us in the time of trial
		and deliver us from evil,
		for the kingdom, the power
		and the glory are Yours,
		now and forever.  Amen.


	Prayers can be said out loud at this time. 
	Between prayers, the response is:
	
	Pray-er: God, in your mercy,
	All:       hear our prayer.  






The invitation

Leader:  The table of bread and wine is now to be made ready.
	   It is the table of company with Jesus,
	   and all who love him. 
	   It is the table of sharing with the poor of the world,
	   with whom Jesus identified himself.
	   It is the table of communion with the earth,
	   in which Christ became incarnate. 

	   So come to this table,
	   you who have much faith
                and you who would like to have more;
	   you who have been here often
	   and you who have not been for a long time;
	   you who have tried to follow Jesus,
	   and you who have failed;
	   Come. 
	   It is Christ who invites us to meet him here. 
	
All:	To whom shall we go?
	You have the words of eternal life
	and we have believed
	and have come to know
	that You are the Holy One of God. 




Breaking the bread

Leader:   Look,
	    the Body of Christ is broken
                 for the life of the world.
	    Here is Christ coming to us in bread and wine.
	    Take and eat.

All: 	    Thanks be to God. 


			 
After the elements have been taken: 

 Leader:  May the bread restore our strength,
 	    giving new energy to tired limbs,
	    new thoughts to weary minds. 
	    May the wine restore our souls,
	    giving new vision to dry spirits,
	    new warmth to cold hearts.

	    Many grains were gathered to make this bread,
	    many grapes were mixed to make this wine.

All: 	So we who are many, and come from many places
	are one in Christ. 

Leader: The peace of Christ be with you.

All:	And also with you. 



Closing 

Leader: As we see the week stretched out before us,
	  in all of its mystery and predictability,
	  we give it to You
	  and ask that You would walk with us
	  through the minutes and hours,
	  keeping us awake and available
	  to You and to each one that will cross our paths. 
	
All:         Christ, as a light
  	  Illumine and guide us.
	  Christ, as a shield
	  overshadow us.
	  Christ under us;
	  Christ over us;
	  Christ beside us
	  on our left and our right.
	  This day be within and without us,
	  lowly and meek, yet all-powerful.
	  Be in the heart of each to whom we speak;
	  in the mouth of each who speaks unto us.
	  This day be within and without us,
	  lowly and meek, yet all-powerful. 
	  Christ as a light;
	  Christ as a shield;
	  Christ beside us
	  on our left and our right. 
 	


Leader:   The week to come is full of hope 
	       because Jesus was crucified and has risen.
  	       God has turned the world right-side up, 
	       new creation has begun.
 	
 All: 	       Jesus, Son of God,
	       take us with you
                 wherever You go. 



Benediction

Leader:    And now may the God of hope bring you
	    such joy and peace in believing 
	    that you overflow with hope
	    in the power of the Holy Spirit. 

	 
	   + In the name of the Father,
	       and of the Son,
	       and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 







Please feel free to greet and spend time with each other, mindful of the connectedness and peace that Christ has made between us.   



Reading Highlights:  Fall 2007 – Spring 2010
Discipleship is not limited to what you can understand – it must transcend all comprehension. Plunge into the deep waters beyond your own understanding, and I will help you to comprehend.
Bewilderment is the true comprehension. Not to know where you are going is the true knowledge. In this way Abraham went forth from his father, not knowing where he was going. That is the way of the cross. You cannot find it in yourself, so you must let me lead you as though you were a blind man.
Not the work which you choose, not the suffering you devise, but the road which is contrary to all that you choose or contrive or desire – that is the road you must take. It is to this path that I call you, and in this sense that you must be my disciple.	- Martin Luther, quoted in Dietrich Bonhoeffer, 		The Cost of Discipleship.
*
You can't say about praying: "Practice makes perfect; gradually you will get to be really good, so be patient with the messiness of your beginner's results. In time you will be proud of what you achieve." Instead, the advice might go something like this: "Honey, prayer is God's way of getting you to meet the cast of characters you call your distractions. God knows we spend a lot of time disowning them and pretending we don't know them. They are family. Prayer will always be messy, because they are. Those 'distractions' are our mess. They're the mess we are in. So prayer is our rendezvous with them and God is present to introduce us. Maybe what you call your distractions are really the main event."		- Martin Smith


Beware when you honour an artist.
You are praising danger.
You are holding out your hand
To the dead and the unborn
You are counting on what cannot be counted.
 
The poet’s measures serve anarchic joy.
The story-teller tells one story: freedom. 
 
Above all beware of honoring women artists.
For the housewife will fill the house with lions
and in with the grandmother
comes bears, wild horses, great horned owls, coyotes. 
	- Ursula le Guin - Read at Award Dinner, May 1996

*

The early Christians did not share their resources out of obligation, guilt or in obedience to a new rule called "equality." They shared their goods out of a tremendous experience of joy and spontaneous offering. They had experienced the Holy Spirit in their midst, and their response was to share everything they had....

Behaving differently about money is a visible consequence of the Spirit's presence---a very hard word for people who would rather stay in the upper room with the Spirit and never come down in the street to live out the new economy that the Spirit has created.									- Jim Wallis, The Call to Conversion

Celebration expresses the true meaning of community in a concrete and tangible way. So it is an essential element in community life. Celebration sweeps away the irritations of daily life; we forget our little quarrels. The aspect of ecstasy in a celebration unites our hearts; a current of life goes through us all. Celebration is a moment of wonder when the joy of the body and the senses are linked to the joy of the spirit. It unites everything that is most human and most divine in community life. ... the harder and more irksome our daily life, the more our hearts need these moments of celebration and wonder. We need times when we all come together to give thanks, sing, dance, and enjoy special meals. Each community, like each people, needs its festival liturgy.	
		- Jean Vanier, Community and Growth

*

Much protest is naive; it expects quick, visible improvement and despairs and gives up when such improvement does not come. Protesters who hold out for longer have perhaps understood that success is not the proper goal. If protest depended on success, there would be little protest of any durability or significance. History simply affords too little evidence that anyone's individual protest is of any use. Protest that endures, I think, is moved by a hope far more modest than that of public success: namely, the hope of preserving qualities in one's own heart and spirit that would be destroyed by acquiescence.     
		- Wendell Berry, "A Poem of Difficult Hope"

*

For here in a wonderful manner I saw the imagination outrunning the intellect and manifesting to the heart what the brain could not yet understand.								- George MacDonald 

Lament allows us honestly to express rage to God for the injustices that constantly befall us but helps us at the same time to hold onto the compassion of God in the midst of human suffering. Lament enables us to recognize that we are not alone and that, ultimately, God has covenant responsibility for the consequences of evil….

Lament provides us with a language of outrage that speaks against the way that things are, but always in the hope that the way things are just now is not the way they will always be. Lament is thus profoundly hopeful….

Lament gives a voice to suffering and releases rage in a context of faith and compassion. In so doing, it opens up the possibility of life and liveliness in the face of those forms of evil that would seek to destroy both. Engagement in such a process of lamentation is a pastoral practice that enables one to hang onto one’s humanity in the midst of apparent dehumanization and to emerge from the silence that is forced upon us through our encounters with evil.			- John Swinton, Raging with Compassion

*
“Imagination has always been such a huge part of my life that I find it impossible to break its power into pieces that I can look at. It is far more than imagining what today will look like, or what it would be like to have a dog, for example. I imagine the Apostles Creed. I imagine stories as I read them, paintings as I paint them, people as I get to know them. (How can you understand someone unless you try imagining yourself in their shoes?) As I have learned to trust that my Imagination has been captured by God, I know better where to invest Imagination so that it leads to reality. I invest in it through prayer, and feeding it with healthy thought -food, especially when it takes off in fantastic directions (my favorite). George MacDonald’s imagination encourages mine, but mine works quite differently. In fact, relationships (with God or with each other) are about helping each other imagine ourselves into the reality of our truest self.” 		- Judith Brannen
 
[The Old Testament view of worship] insists that there is one way to break the seemingly irreversible cycle of debt, poverty, and enslavement, and to forge a new beginning, free of old sin and failures. The sabbatical principle builds into the relentless movement of human life occasions to stop and recover. On the sabbath occasions of life, whether seventh day, the seventh month, the seventh year, or the fiftieth year the word of God announces "Stop and Recover!"
Stop and recover freedom for slaves
Stop and recover fertility for the land
Stop and recover food for the poor
Stop and recover property to its original owner....
In sum, sabbath occasions envision the regular restoration of the world and its manifold relationship to their created order and character. At its core, the holy rhythm that inseparably joins Israel's life and liturgy also summons the community of faith to reclaim and restore God's cosmic purposes through its ministry in the world. 			
	- Samuel Balentine - The Torah's Vision of Worship

*
Advising Myself- Denise Levertov
When the world comes to you muffled as through a glass 
darkly—jubilance, anguish, declined into 
faded postcards—remember how, seventeen, you said 
you no longer felt or saw with the old 
intensity, and knew that the flamelight 
would not rekindle; and how Bet scoffed 
and refused to believe you. And how many thousand times, 
burning with joy or despair, you’ve known she was right. 


Perfectionism is the voice of the oppressor, the enemy of the people. It will keep you cramped and insane your whole life. I think perfectionism is based on the obsessive belief that if you run carefully enough, hitting each stepping-stone just right, you won't have to die. The truth is that you will die anyway and that a lot of people who aren't even looking at their feet are going to do a whole lot better than you, and have a lot more fun while they're doing it. 

Besides, perfectionism will block inventiveness and playfulness and life force (these are words we are allowed to use in California). Perfectionism means that you try desperately not to leave so much mess to clean up. But clutter and mess show us that life is being lived. Clutter is wonderfully fertile ground---you can still discover new treasures under all those piles, clean things up, fix things, get a grip. Tidiness suggests that something is as good as it's going to get. Tidiness makes me think of held breath, of suspended animation....							- Anne Lamott


*

Esther DeWaal explains the difference between a peregrinatio (pilgrim) and a gyrovag (tinker/wanderer):  A pilgrim isn’t wandering aimlessly. Benedict “castigates the gyrovag, the aimless wanderer, the person who is never at rest but goes on continually seeking, drifting, living off other people, hoping for something new. This is not the Celtic way, and the openness of the peregrinatio should never tempt me to forget that without the still centre, the journey, whether inner or outer, is impossible.”


If men and women today began by the thousands experiencing the depths of Jesus Christ in a transforming way, there would simply be no place for their expression of experience to fit into the present-day straitjackets of Christianity. Protestant or Catholic, neither one is structured to contain a mass of devoted people who long for spiritual depth. We are structured towards infancy.      		 - Gordon Cosby
*
(Referring to two different countryside settings) Perhaps, since their beauties were such that even a fool could not force them into competition, this cured me once and for all of the pernicious tendency to compare and to prefer – an operation that does little good even when we are dealing with works of art and endless harm when we are dealing with nature. Total surrender is the first step toward the fruition of either. Shut your mouth; open your eyes and ears. Take in what is there and give no thought to what might have been there or what is somewhere else. That can come later if it must come at all.
						- C. S. Lewis
*
from Carmina Gaedelica: 
              	 I will kindle my fire this morning
               In the presence of the holy angles of heaven,
                …Without malice, without jealousy, without envy,
                Without fear, without terror of anyone under the sun,
                But the Holy Son of God to shield me.
                Without malice, without terror of anyone under the 		sun,
                But the Holy Son of God to shield me. 

To be alive is not primarily a linear experience. It's a mix of dreaming and running to the store for a quart of milk. Our lives have depth, in part, because we can't make sense of everything. Life doesn't make sense; it's more complicated than our linear way of knowing. Mystery and spirit run through our days like rivers and sustain us. Life is a blend of possibility and impossibility.... From chaos comes clarity. It was there all along. You just couldn't see it. To come to clarity, you have to enter the chaos. Dive in or enter inch by inch. Confusion is not a bad thing. 				    - Patrice Vecchione
*
To be a saint is to be human because we were created to be human. To be a saint is to live with courage and self-restraint, but it is more than that. To be a saint is to live not with the hands clenched to grasp, to strike, to hold tight to a life that is always slipping away the more tightly we hold it; but it is to live with the hands stretched out both to give and to receive with gladness. To be a saint is to work and weep for the broken and suffering of the world, but it is also to be strangely light of heart in the knowledge that there is something greater than the world that mends and renews. 

Maybe more than anything else, to be a saint is to know joy. Not happiness that comes and goes with the moments that occasion it, but joy that is always there like an underground spring no matter how dark and terrible the night. To be a saint is to be a little out of one's mind, which is a very good thing to be a little out of from time to time. It is to live a life that is always giving itself away and yet is always full.... Beneath all our yearning for whatever glitters brightest in this world lies our yearning for this kind of life.... 								- Frederick Buechner
To “ look with the eyes of love” seems a vague and sentimental recommendation; yet the whole art of spiritual communion is summed up in it, and exact and important results flow from this exercise. The attitude which it involves is an attitude of complete humility and of receptiveness, without criticism, without clever analysis of the thing seen…. The doors of perception are cleansed, and everything appears as it is. The disfiguring results of hate, rivalry, prejudice, vanish away. Into that silent place to which recollection has brought you, new music, new colour, new light are poured from the outward world. 				
			               	 – Evelyn Underhill

*

Everybody today seems to be in such a terrible rush, anxious for greater developments and greater riches and so on, so that children have very little time for their parents. Parents have very little time for each other, and in the home begins the disruption of peace of the world.								- Mother Teresa
*
It is useless to try to make peace with ourselves by being pleased with everything we have done. In order to settle down in the quiet of our own being we must learn to be detached from the results of our own activity. We must withdraw ourselves, to some extent, from effects that are beyond our control and be content with the good will and the work that are the quiet expression of our inner life. We must be content to live without watching ourselves live, to work without expecting an immediate reward, to love without an instantaneous satisfaction, and to exist without any special recognition. 			
					- Thomas Merton


For Light


 Light cannot see inside things.
That is what the dark is for.
Minding the interior,
Nurturing the draw of growth
Through places where death
In its own way turns into life.
 
 In the glare of neon times,
Let our eyes not be worn
By surfaces that shine
With hunger made attractive.
 
That our thoughts may be true light,
Finding their way into words 
Which have the weight of shadow
To hold the layers of truth.
 
That we never place our trust 
In minds claimed by empty light,
Where one-sided certainties
Are driven by false desires.
 
When we look into the heart,
May our eyes have the kindness
And reverence of candlelight.
 







That the searching of our minds 
Be equal to the oblique
Crevices and corners where
The mystery continues to dwell,
Glimmering in fugitive light.
 
When we are confined inside
The dark house of suffering
That moonlight might find a window.

 
When we become false and lost
That the severe noon-light
Would cast our shadow clear.
 
When we love, that dawn-light
Would lighten our feet
Upon the waters.
 
As we grow old, that twilight
Would illuminate treasure
In the fields of memory. 
 
And when we come to search for God,
Let us first be robed in night,
Put on the mind of morning
To feel the rush of light
Spread slowly inside
The colour and stillness
Of a found world. 
 
                         -John O’Donohue, To Bless the Space Between Us

Then came the sentence that was to prompt an inner revolution: “We have seen and known some people who seem to have found this deep Center of living, where the fretful calls of life are integrated, where No as well as Yes can be said with confidence.” This ability to say Yes and No out of the divine Center was foreign to me. I had always prayed over decisions, and yet I too often responded on the basis of whether or not the action would put me in a favorable light. To say Yes to pleas for help or opportunities to serve usually carried an aura of spirituality and sacrifice. I could say Yes easily, but I did not have the ability to say No. What would people think of me if I refused?
- Richard Foster in The Freedom of Simplicity

*

It is not love in the abstract that counts. Men have loved a cause as they have loved a woman. They have loved the brotherhood, the workers, the poor, the oppressed - but they have not loved [the person]; they have not loved the least of these. They have not loved “personally.” It is hard to love. It is the hardest thing in the world, naturally speaking. Have you ever read  Tolstoy’s Resurrection? He tells of political prisoners in a long prison train, enduring chains and persecution for the love of their brothers, ignoring those same brothers on the long trek to Siberia. It is never the brothers right next to us, but the brothers in the abstract that are easy to love.	
					 - Dorothy Day
*
I found I had less and less to say, until finally, I became silent, and began to listen. I discovered in the silence, the voice of God. 	
					- Soren Kierkegaard


The story that the rulers of domination societies told each other and their subordinates is what we today might call the Myth of Redemptive Violence. It enshrines the belief that violence saves, that war brings peace, that might makes right. It is one of the oldest continuously repeated stories in the world. The belief that violence "saves" is so successful because it doesn't seem to be mythic in the least. Violence simply appears to be the nature of things. It's what works. It seems inevitable, the last and, often, the first resort in conflicts. If a god is what you turn to when all else fails, violence certainly functions as a god. What people overlook, then, is the religious character of violence. It demands from its devotees an absolute obedience unto death. This Myth of Redemptive Violence is the real myth of the modern world. It, and not Judaism or Christianity or Islam, is the dominant religion in our society today….

The myth of redemptive violence is, in short, nationalism become absolute. This myth speaks for God; it does not listen for God to speak. It invokes the sovereignty of God as its own; it does not entertain the prophetic possibility of radical judgment by God. It misappropriates the language, symbols, and scriptures of Christianity. It does not seek God in order to change; it embraces God in order to prevent change. Its God is not the impartial ruler of all nations but a tribal god worshiped as an idol. Its metaphor is not the journey but the fortress. Its symbol is not the cross but the crosshairs of a gun. Its offer is not forgiveness but victory. Its good news is not the unconditional love of enemies but their final elimination. Its salvation is not a new heart but a successful foreign policy. It usurps the revelation of God's purposes for humanity in Jesus. It is blasphemous. It is idolatrous. And it is immensely popular.

- Walter Wink, The Powers that Be
A community is not simply a group of people who love each other. It is a current of life, a heart, a soul, a spirit.
We shouldn’t seek the ideal community. It is a question of loving those whom God has set beside us today. They are signs from God. We might have chosen different people, people who were more cheerful or intelligent. But these are the ones God has given us, the ones He has chosen for us. It is with them that we are called to create unity and live in covenant. 
It is difficult to make people understand that the ideal community doesn’t exist and that the equilibrium and harmony they imagine possible are things that come only after years of struggle, and that even then come only as flashes of grace and peace.										- Jean Vanier 
*

may my heart always be open to little
birds who are the secrets of living
whatever they sing is better than to know
and if men should not hear them men are old

may my mind stroll about hungry
and fearless and thirsty and supple
and even if its sunday may i be wrong
for whenever men are right they are not young

and may myself do nothing usefully
and love yourself so more than truly
there’s never been quite such a fool who could fail
pulling all the sky over him with one smile

e. e. cummings

From Oscar Romero (April 16, 1978):
A church that doesn’t provoke any crises,
a gospel that doesn’t unsettle,
a word of God that doesn’t get under anyone’s skin,
a word of God that doesn’t touch the real sin
of the society in which it is being proclaimed –
what gospel is that?
Very nice, pious considerations
that don’t bother anyone,
that’s the way many would like preaching to be.
Those preachers who avoid every thorny matter
so as not to be harassed,
so as not to have conflicts and difficulties,
do not light up the world they live in.
They don’t have Peter’s courage, who told that crowd
where the bloodstained hands still were
that had killed Christ:
“You killed him!”
Even though the charge could cost him his life as well,
he made it.
The gospel is courageous; it’s the good news
of him who came to take away the world’s sins.

*
Every moment and every event of every man's life on earth plants something in his soul. For just as the wind carries thousands of winged seeds, so each moment brings with it germs of spiritual vitality that come to rest imperceptibly in the minds and wills of men. Most of these unnumbered seeds perish and are lost, because men are not prepared to receive them: for such seeds as these cannot spring up anywhere except in the good soil of freedom, spontaneity and love. 
								- Thomas Merton, New Seeds of Contemplation


HOW MUCH HAPPENS IN A DAY
—Pablo Neruda

In the course of a day we shall meet one another.

But, in one day, things spring to life—
they sell grapes in the street,
tomatoes change their skin,
the young girl you wanted
never came back to the office.

They changed the postman suddenly.
The letters now are not the same.
A few golden leaves and it's different;
this tree is now well off.

Who would have said that the earth
with its ancient skin would change so much?
It has more volcanoes than yesterday,
the sky has brand-new clouds,
the rivers are flowing differently.
Besides, so much has come into being!
I have inaugurated hundreds
of highways and building,
delicate, clean bridges
like ships or violins.

And so, when I greet you
and kiss your flowering mouth,
our kisses are other kisses,
our mouths are other mouths.






Joy, my love, joy in all things,
in what falls and what flourishes.

Joy in today and yesterday,
the day before and tomorrow.

Joy in bread and stone,
joy in fire and rain.

In what changes, is born, grows,
consumes itself, and becomes a kiss again.

Joy in the air we have,
and in what we have of earth.

When our life dries up,
only the roots remain to us,
and the wind is cold like hate.

Then let us change our skin,
our nails, our blood, our gazing;
and you kiss me and I go out
to sell light on the roads.

Joy in the night and the day,
and the four stations of the soul.


(translated by Alastair Reid)





There are three aspects of nature which command man's attention: power, loveliness, grandeur. Power he exploits, loveliness he enjoys, grandeur fills him with awe….
The obsession with power has completely transformed the life of man and dangerously stunted his concern for beauty and grandeur. We have achieved plenty, but lost quality; we have easy access to pleasure, we forget the meaning or joy. But what is more serious is the fact than man's worship of power has resurrected the demon of power.

Not only do we distort our sight of the world by paying attention only to its aspect of power; we are reducing the status of man from a person to that of a thing, We have locked ourselves out of the world by regarding it only as material for the gratification of our desires. There is a strange cunning in the fact that when man looks only at that which is useful, he eventually becomes useless to himself. In reducing the world to an instrument, man himself becomes an instrument. Man is the tool, and the machine is the consumer. The instrumentalization of the world leads to the disintegration of man.

The world is too sublime to be a tool, and man is too great to live by expediency alone. The mode of living which is becoming universal is rapidly depriving man of his sense of significance…. An extreme crisis calls for radical efforts, for a radical reorientation.
- Abraham Heschel
*
The four structural elements in the movement of embrace are opening the arms, waiting, closing the arms, and opening them again. For embrace to happen, all four must be there and they must follow one another on an unbroken timeline; stopping with the first two (opening the arms and waiting) would abort the embrace, and stopping with the third (closing the arms) would pervert it from an act of love to an act of oppression and paradoxically, exclusion. The four elements are then the four essential steps of an integrated movement….

Act three: closing the arms. This is the goal of embrace, the embrace proper, which is unthinkable, without reciprocity…. It takes two pairs of arms for one embrace; with one pair we will either have merely an invitation (if the self respects the other) to embrace or a taking in one’s clutches (if there is no such respect). In an embrace a host is guest and a guest is a host. Though one self may receive or give more than the other, each must enter the space of the other, feel the presence of the other in the self, and make its own presence felt. Without such reciprocity, there is no embrace….

For such free and mutual giving and receiving to take place, in addition to reciprocity, a soft touch is necessary. I may not close my arms around the other too tightly, so as to crush her and assimilate her, otherwise I will be engaged in a concealed power-act of exclusion; an embrace would be perverted into a “bear-hug.” Similarly I must keep the boundaries of my own self firm, offer resistance, otherwise I will be engaged in a self-destructive act of abnegation. At no point in the process may the self deny either the other or itself. 

To preserve the alterity [otherness] of the other in the embrace it is essential to acquire the unusual ability not to understand the other…. Within the movement of embrace, the non-understanding which seems like a defeat is in fact a small triumph…. Without the framework of embrace, the ability-not-to-understand is sterile; but without the ability-not-to-understand a genuine embrace is impossible. 
- Miroslav Volf (from Exclusion and Embrace)
Prothalamium- Aaron Kramer
 
     Come, all you who are not satisfied 
     as ruler in a lone, wallpapered room 
     full of mute birds, and flowers that falsely bloom, 
     and closets choked with dreams that long ago died! 
 
     Come, let us sweep the old streets--like a bride; 
     sweep out dead leaves with a relentless broom; 
     prepare for Spring, as though he were our groom 
     for whose light footstep eagerly we bide. 
   
     We'll sweep out shadows, where the rats long fed; 
     sweep out our shame--and in its place we'll make 
     a bower for love, a splendid marriage-bed 
     fragrant with flowers aquiver for the Spring. 
     And when he comes, our murdered dreams shall wake; 
     and when he comes, all the mute birds shall sing.

*
[bookmark: _Hlk116151087][bookmark: _Hlk117330221] “My advice is this- don't look for proofs. Don't bother with them at all. They are never sufficient to the question, and they're always a little impertinent, I think, because they claim for God a place within our intellectual grasp And they will likely sound wrong to you even if you convince someone else with them. That is very unsettling over the long term. "Let your works so shine before men," etc. It was Coleridge who
said Christianity is a life, not a doctrine, words to that effect. I'm not saying never doubt or question. The Lord gave you a mind so that you would make honest use of it. I'm saying you must be sure that the doubts and questions are your own, not, so to speak, the moustache and walking stick that happen to be the fashion of any particular moment." 	
			- Marilynne Robinson – Gilead

Billy makes the tea with ritualistic attention to detail: warming up the pot with a cupful of just-boiled water, adding the bags and water before placing a cosy over the pot and letting it stand for three minutes, putting the milk in the mugs and pouring the tea, the spout some twelve inches from the lip. It’s the hands that Taliesin watches closely. Everything done with those hands has a sureness of touch and a calm beauty. The tea enters the cup with an exquisitely irritating noise and as the cup fills he lowers the pot towards it. Then he adds the sugars, stirring them vigorously before tapping the spoon dry, all the time smiling his smile. 

Billy’s face invites those who meet him to relax. It is the face of an ageless cherub with laughing eyes that blink and twinkle rapidly as if letting you in on a joke. Reverence and irreverence jostle for supremacy there but neither of them wins. Some smiles smile at things or with things, before and after things, some patronize, some anticipate. Billy’s smile is a smile of gentle surprise at the wonder of it all; a smile that finds beauty in every little thing – even the stirring and tapping of a stainless steel teaspoon.

- description of an old piano teacher with a gift of healing from The Testimony of Taliesin Jones by Rhidian Brook.

*

Every moment and every event of every man's life on earth plants something in his soul. For just as the wind carries thousands of winged seeds, so each moment brings with it germs of spiritual vitality that come to rest imperceptibly in the minds and wills of men. Most of these unnumbered seeds perish and are lost, because men are not prepared to receive them: for such seeds as these cannot spring up anywhere except in the good soil of freedom, spontaneity and love    	      - Thomas Merton, New Seeds of Contemplation
It does happen, even under these circumstances, that every now and then my whole being is flooded with pulsating life and my heart can scarcely contain the delirious joy there is in it. Suddenly, without any cause that I can perceive, without knowing why or by what right, my spirits soar again and there is not a doubt in my mind that all the promises hold good.... Outwardly nothing is changed. The hopelessness of the situation remains only too obvious; yet one can face it undismayed. One is content to leave everything in God's hands. And that is the whole point. Happiness in this life is inextricably mixed with God. Fellow creatures can be the means of giving us much pleasure and of creating conditions which are comfortable and delightful, but the success of this depends upon the extent to which the recipient is capable of recognizing the good and accepting it. And even this capacity is dependent on our relationship with God.   	
	-  Fr. Alfred Delp, SJ   Prison Writings: Meditations

(Delp was a Jesuit priest imprisoned and executed by the Nazis for his faithful resistance)

*

His soul will never starve for exploits or excitements who is wise enough to be made a fool of. He will make himself happy in the traps that have been laid for him; he will roll in their nets and sleep. All doors will fly open to him who has a mildness more defiant than mere courage. The whole is unerringly expressed in one fortunate phrase – he will be always “taken in.” To be taken in everywhere is to see the inside of everything. It is the hospitality of circumstance. With torches and trumpets, like a guest, the greenhorn is taken in by Life. And the skeptic is cast out by it.
	 - G. K. Chesterton (about Dickens’ character, Pickwick)



Of Course It Hurts
Of course it hurts when buds burst.
Otherwise why would spring hesitate?
Why would all our fervent longing
be bound in the frozen bitter haze?
The bud was the casing all winter.
What is this new thing, which consumes and bursts?
Of course it hurts when buds burst,
pain for that which grows
  and for that which envelops.

Of course it is hard when drops fall.
Trembling with fear they hang heavy,
clammer on the branch, swell and slide -
the weight pulls them down, how they cling.
Hard to be uncertain, afraid and divided,
hard to feel the deep pulling and calling,
yet sit there and just quiver -
hard to want to stay
  and to want to fall.

Then, at the point of agony and when all is beyond
  help,
the tree's buds burst as if in jubilation,
then, when fear no longer exists,
the branch's drops tumble in a shimmer,
forgetting that they were afraid of the new,
forgetting that they were fearful of the journey -
feeling for a second their greatest security,
resting in the trust
   that creates the world.

	- Karin Boye – trans. from Swedish by Jenny Nunn
Not too long ago a priest told me that he cancelled his subscription to The New York Times because he felt that the endless stories about war, crime, power games and political manipulation only disturbed his mind and heart and prevented him from meditation and prayer. That is a sad story because it suggests that only by surrounding yourself by an artificial, self-induced quietude can you live a spiritual life.  A real spiritual life does exactly the opposite: it makes us so alert and aware of the world around us that all that is and happens becomes part of our contemplation and meditation and invites us to a free and fearless response. 			  
		    	  -  Henri  Nouwen,  Reaching Out

*
The early church did not seek to formulate a theory of illness; instead, it healed the sick. It did not attempt to explain how the demonic could exist in a good world made by a good God; instead, they cast out demons. They had no hypotheses about how prayer works. They simply prayed.... Their attitude was not anti-rational or anti-theological, but merely concrete. They looked, not for adequate ways to conceptualize the Kingdom, but for ways to actualize it. 
			- Walter Wink, Engaging the Powers
*

It came to me like a blinding flash of light that Christ did not resist evil, that he allowed himself to be violently done to death, that when he gave himself to be crucified, he knew that the exquisite delicacy and loveliness of the merest detail of Christian life would survive the Passion, that indeed… it depended on it. And so it is now: that which is holy tender and beautiful will not be swept away or destroyed by war.	
	- Caryll Houselander (Catholic writer and mystic, 1901-1954)
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