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THIS HEART

My heart is like the onion’s skin
shedding layers with the breaking.
My heart is pressed as the garlic bulb
until it releases its scent.

Yes, my heart is a growing thing
that pushes beyond its restraints.
The shell must give yet

a thousand times

for this heart to expand.

‘The heart breaks and breaks
and lives by breaking.
It is necessary to go
through dark and deeper dark
and not to turn.’

-from ‘The Testing-Tree’
Stanley Kunitz




STILLED

Have you ever written out your heart
instead of crying.

Have you ever made love

instead of breaking apart.

Not that tears are not words
in liquid form,

or breaking

a way of mending.

Has it ever taken death

to be more aware of life.

Has the flesh ever been more holy,

than when we know its humanity - its fragility.

Blood and tears, the fluid of life,

the red soft supple give under the skin.
The heart that beats hard against its frame,
knocks at our door.

We're to hear it, heed it,
before its stilled.




IF WE KNEW

If we knew?
If we knew how short
the span of our attachment.

When time is seen

in the context of eternity,

then our breath,

less than brief,

seems hardly worth the drawing.

Our mark on eternity’s length of string,
less than the time it takes

for a cicada,

burrowing from the dark

to lift its voice in song.

And yet,
we muster up the strength.

Just as the weeping cherry,

whose offering is not in its fruit,
but the fragile hold of its blossoms,
stirs a nation from its sleep,

to contemplate the first flush of its spring.

Yes, if we knew?
If we knew how short
the span of our wealth.

If time were seen

in the context of eternity
then how slow to anger,
and quick to love

we might be.

Ready to forgive,

ready to bow and surrender,

all that would disconnect our hearts.
How we might bond ourselves

to joy,

that we would resemble

the last of the cherry blossoms
adhering to the branch,
holding on tremulous

through spring winds.




And when the gusts,

finally strip us bare

from the tree,

the green leaves that follow,
our flowering,

might they be the reminder of

the length of string.

How eternity’s unravelling,

even though we might be forgotten,
needs us for its green continuum.




GRIEF

When grief comes knocking

we're loathe to open the door.

We know grief likes to pull up a chair,
make itself at home.

We know there is no asking it to leave
before its welcome is worn.

Each visit has its determined length that
we cannot hurry.

When grief comes visiting
there's no keeping it at bay.
It knows the landscape as

a familiar friend.

It takes up space as though

it's room were made and waiting,
which in a sense

it has been.

Has been waiting

since love first came knocking,
and we opened wide our hearts
with no thought of loss.

We know there's no asking
it to leave,

for its carved its spot

way before we knew its face.

And we felt its weight

in the measure of our love,
long before

the scales tipped.

Yes though unwelcome

grief has a presence

that brings its own comfort,

in its cleaving to a love that's flown.

There is a space between
possessing and releasing.

And in it we keep remembrance
as a parting gift.

Although we're loathe to open the door,
we know grief's vigil

is our memorial

to a living dead.




It serves its purpose,

which is to cast our beloved on the waters
while healing the hearts

that have been rent.

Yes death in its visit

always brings a welcome friend.
Hope and healing rise as beauty
In the ashes

left in life's departing wake.




THE RISK

We risk our hearts.

We risk our tears.

We risk the breaking of our shells,
when we engage.

When we step beyond

our private worlds,

extend the width of our territory
for love’s sake:

We take a leap of faith

that knows not where it will land,
or if it will be better off,

for the chance taken.

Yes, such a penetrating beam is love
that the vulnerabilities which surface
keep us half engaged,

and half restrained.

Is love worth it all, we ask?
But love, in love’s rushing tide,
often leaves no time

to contemplate.

But before long, asks for an exchange,
a melding of two hearts,

a transaction in which

each are enriched.

Yes, we risk our hearts,

we risk our tears,

we risk the brokenness of our shells,
at loves behest, and for love’s sake.

The losses that we fear,
through trusting a feeling,
and following it through,
to its consummation,

may come, eventually.

The flipped side of a coin,
reveals

that nothing stays the same.




But all things take on

the hue of that in which they’ve been infused.

Love is a leap, a dance,
a chance worth taking.

We lose, but love’s residue

is inscribed upon our hearts.
Nothing is fully lost,

when love has been our intent.
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I CRIED

| cried.

Cried for all that seemed lost.
Cried for all that was not,

all the things hope

had me quietly expecting.

Cried for prayers

that appeared to be circling.
Making spirals

in the vast and empty sky.

Cried so that pools collected
as winter rain at my feet.
Until submerged

| floundered in their depth.

| cried.

Cried until my present grief
vaguely transformed,

and the future took a shape
| hadn’t seen.

Cried until the waters

that consumed,

lifted me on currents strong
to draw fresh breath.

Cried for loss still bitter

but which | swallowed as a seed,
to see what if given time

it might become.

| cried.

Cried for dreams that
dissolved as morning mist,
as painfully | removed
their rose-coloured tints.

And cried for the re-visioning
necessary for grief,

to create something new

out of loss.
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And | cried for the new,

as | lay not ready yet

to surrender the old.

But prepared to love no matter what.
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LONG SHADOWS

Some sorrows cast long shadows,
some hurts hold us in their grasp
as long familiar friends.

Some crosses do not bear removal
but etch marks upon our skin.

Some things do not change.

Some matters never reach resolution
but ever circle the injured parts.
Some things cast long shadows,

to sit with us in the dark.

Some things are not removed,

or repaired.

Some choices are to our detriment.
Some hurts are never fully healed
but reappear to haunt.

Some things cast long shadows.

Some sorrows evade the searching light.

Some pains we carry in black boxes
to replay in snatches
in our minds.

Some injuries result in limps.
Some sicknesses in long suffering.
Some burdens prove too much
and we yield with them

to the ground.

But...

But for the shadow we might

not recognise the light.

But for the hurts we might not hold
happiness as complete in itself
when it comes.

But for the frustrations and the

the limits of our human interactions,
we might seek in each other

the fulfiiment that only

God’s wholeness can bring.
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But for the injuries and the sicknesses
that this earth cannot heal,

we might mistake this place

for heaven, and now for

eternity.

But for the limps we cannot fix,

and the dark shadows we cannot remove,
we might not look out for each other,
and walk on alone,

instead of arm in arm.

But for pains that revisit,
and ego’s wasted gains,
we might glorify ourselves,
rather than recognise the
one who lifts us up.

Yes, some things cast long shadows.
And some of us reflect the light more
for the backdrop of the night.

And some of us see in the shadows
the shape of his wings.
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BLUE SEASON

Are you waiting in the blue?
Is blue the colour of your heart.

Or blue the light that
falls upon your path.

Is blue the weight
that sits upon your frame.

Or blue the echo to resonate
within your chest.

Is blue the hue that covers you like snow,
or clouds carrying rain.

Is blue the light that envelops you,
or in the pain that pushes at your chest.

Remember blue is another colour with which
you are held close.

Loss lengthening like shadows in the longest night,
is always the underside of life lived to its full.

Until its treasure all consumed for now,
is wrung out like rain washed clothes.

Then blue is the light that covers you,

while what is waiting in the wings takes some unseen shape.

Grows ready like the burning sun to come round,
and burn through the vestiges of what remains.

Blue, the space between the old and new,
is the gentle pallbearer of your pain,

whose job is done when life
restored enters in,

to lift the covering edge
and do its alchemy of love,

absorbing the blue
in its rainbow hues.
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Yes, are you walking blue?
Has blue become the weight in your step.

Grief that knows its season
will recede back, to greet the sun.

And if not yet,

then be assured of shortening nights to come.
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THE RIVER’S SONG

The rivers ran with blood today,
the rivers that sing.

The mountain’s snow that thaws
was tinged with red.

As its streams met the river,
and darkened its length,

| wondered how
the waters still found a voice to lift?

| wondered how
the rivulets that flowed from each broken heart,

that poured down the slopes of cheeks,
and wet the earth;

wondered how such tears
could serve any purpose?

What good could be reaped
from rage at pointless death?

What hope could be preserved
in the face of empty defeat?

| wondered if,
our lament would echo in the crevices of the mountain’s rock

to return void to hearts
already spent from grief?

Yes, what good, what song could still be heard in a land,
whose rivers carry the weight of pain?

What streams could still dare to sing,
under a darkened sun?

What love could possibly have the last word,
in times such as these?

What redeeming force could breathe
life into aching lungs, short on breath and hope?
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Yes, the rivers ran red today,
and | bled with them.

Despairing until | recalled that former Friday,
when the clouds which covered the earth,

must have seemed to have cloaked the world in winter,
must have threatened to never lift.

In Lent’s preparation,
we wait in our ashes, for Spring’s return.

The mountains now tinged with red, will fade to pink
in the light of dawn.

Will run out of despair,
like glad streams that pick up steam in their descent.

Will run clear in the light of a new day’s birth,
in our clinging to hope.

While pain is certain, its power is not absolute.
Its gains are still always to our benefit.

Yes, what is certain is lights constant re-emergence
in the darkness of our hearts.

Love again has conquered hate
in surrender’s broken gain.

Has revived the earth with an Easter song,
that will forever reign triumphant.

18




WE GRIEVE

We grieve...

but there is a love
stronger than death,
greater than the life

given in this mortal breath.

We grieve but...

there is life

in a larger sense

that exceeds the limits of
our human experience.

There is peace

beyond the grave,
deeper than the quiet
of this temporal plane.

There is hope

higher than the sky,
lengths of thread

unfurled beyond our sight.

Though we grieve...

there is faith in mankind,
despite ourselves.

In each other,

beyond the losses of today.

We are asked to love

when love is hardest,

and restore the life for each other
that is taken away.

To be the peace and hope
that would be stolen,

as if peace were a fleeting gift
and hope up for the taking.
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For our peace and love,
hope and life

spring from a fountain
fed by an eternal source.

We grieve...
but await the answers

to our questions.
We are not without a reason

or a purpose for our remaining.

We are not without,

a morning,

to burn away the darkness of
today.
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PASSAGE TO LIFE

Pain is a doorway.

A birth canal.

We ache and contract

to bear forth something new.

Tears,

the anointing of our travails,
work to soften

and open the way forward.

Rivers run

with a mountain’s burden of snow.
Melting at the

touch of warmth.

And we, without realising it,
transform our pain

by bearing down

upon it.

Pain is a path,

a passageway to life.
Everything that ever grew
first pushed its way out.

Life insists we evolve.
Pain, the propelling force
for change

ensures our growth.

The tree that

first burst its seed’s protective shell,
grows up and

breaks new ground.

And any gains we make,
that can be weighed
and found

to be of any worth,

are born out of

travail and pressure,
and darkness

that gives way to light.
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LEARNING TO DIE

Oh Lord if | can die to you in the little things
| can then die when it counts.

When it matters if | let go,
or hold on.

When all that matters
loses its meaning,

in the bigger gain.

Oh Lord, if | can practice letting go today,
then tomorrow | will with ease,

Cross over,
feel the curtain brush against me.

Although | will have stepped from my
skin,

discarded as a set of clothes.

Nothing to hamper my rise
into the heavens.

Nothing to keep me weighted
to the ground.

If I can die to you right now
then | can die to you,

when it’s time.

Oh Lord, if | can learn to live in the little things
then | can live when it counts.

When it matters how I let go,
so that | leave nothing behind.

When all that matters
will be that | have learned to live,

by dying to the finite things
to exchange them for the infinite.
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THE WORK OF GRIEF

It's the work of grief

to walk two paths.

To live the present tense,
and travel the route

our hearts would take

if choice were ours.

It's the holy work of grief
to acknowledge the cost
of loss.

To weigh up what'’s left,
treasures in the hand
now spent.

It’s the sacred task of grief
to bear witness

to grace,

that comes on silent feet
to spring-clean rooms

of residual dust.

And,

it’s the sacred role of grief
to reroute us on a road
now taken shape

upon the remains

of former gifts.

Grief’s task is not done,
and often

the fallowed earth
newly turned,

brings with tears,

an Eden remembered.

But grief,

the shadow side of life’s jewels,
shows us how to regroup

and outlive loss,

by turning

to the light.
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TEARS

Tears that fall
become a river
which flows ever forward.

To flood
the fertile soil
at water’s edge.

And soak the thirsty
parched earth
with its rivulets.

Tears that fall
become a sea
upon which we surface.

To breathe
upon the wide
expansive waters.

To see
the new breadth

from a cleansed perspective.

To rest
upon the bark
that always carries us.

And to feel the sun,
new again,
upon cleansed skin.

Just as our world,
showered upon,
appears the cleaner, so we

with tears
are washed afresh
to see with extra clarity.

Yes, tears that fall
become a river
to forever buoy us up.

Never fear
the pain or grief
that draws them to emerge.
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Let them
but seep

into the thirsty earth.
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THE COMMUNION OF THE SAINTS

He, who sits outside time
wraps us in light.

We, a globe suspended in the sky
are circled by the saints.

We circle the centre
of our solar systems place

in an ancient universe
growing every day.

Yet we are still firmly
and tenderly held.

Secured by laws of gravity
and grace.

We, who sit inside time
live tied yet to the ground.

He, outside us where all is clear
reigns in community.

We cannot know,
but sometimes have the strangest view

of a world beyond our grasp.
We sense a smile, we feel the robes

of ones gone long before.
It does not matter if we are yet to know,

enough we feel their presence.
The love of those who hold us close

in the communion of heaven.
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HEART SONG

| had hung up my harp

but my God still demands a song.
How can | draw a note | asked
my heart within grown cold.

| have weighed justice and mercy
until mercy has hardly registered,
and bitterness become a weight

that kept me counting my losses.

But we are asked to hold all things lightly.
Despair and hope can both draw notes
in hands that recognise the qualities

of height and depth, light and dark needed to make music.

Have you hung up your harp?
Will you take it up again with me?
Together we can extract the gold
we can yet mine from sorrow.

And hope can rise from the ashes of today
to make a brand new song.

Together we can draw meaning from all
that befalls us, good or ill.

We have stilled our hearts,

but God can thaw the fingers which refuse to bend.
Until they move again,

as dancers on the strings,

of harps, which because of hope we have taken down.
Because hope, unlike anything else we encounter
springs eternal in our souls;

that we might each, always have a song.
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DARK

What do you want me to do with this morning God?
That shines through the blinds
that shines through my shuttered heart.

What do | do with a sun that still rises?
On us, whose joy wavers as a candle in the wind,
on those, whose joy has for a moment, been snuffed out.

What do we do with fear that lurks at the edges?
As dark clouds that threaten to bring more rain
as though we hadn’t yet had enough, of the dark.

Yet the sun rises
shedding all vestiges of where she has been,
illuminating the shadows to reveal them as naught but things

that take on power in the absence of the light.
Things that have always been,
but that we too can brush off, at the arrival of the dawn.

For hope and love too, has always been,
and resilience and prayer, and hearts
that constantly strive for good.

What do we do with this morning God?
That shines through the blinds,

and breaks apart our shattered hearts.

We rise like the sun,
and we shed our light into the dark.
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HALLELUJAH

| sing to you Hallelujah.

A broken Hallelujah
because everything broken catches the light,
and mirrors the sky.

Lit shards bringing
colours to the surface
we had not known we harboured.

We would not have seen
unless the light
had entered in.

So | sing to you my broken Hallelujah.
So much the more
for not being intact.

There is a myth about being whole.
It's the broken things reworked
that image you.

Those who've seen the light
from inside out,

how the pieces make the whole
more beautiful.
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WHAT WE CRY FOR

Watch what you cry for.

What brings tears like a surprise?
The relating of a story,

the asking of a question.

What brings the sudden lump,
the shock of tears on the cheeks?

Watch what you cry over.

What brings your eyes to pool?

The sharing of a challenge,

the bearing of each other’s pain.

What brings the prayer that hangs on your lips,
and shudders through your frame?

Listen for what you cry for.
What yet has not found words,
or substance to shape its form?
But which tears point to

like maps that trace

the topography of the ground.

Listen for what you cry for.

The silence that follows speech,

but in whose stretched out space our tears fall,
teach us what words might fail to say.

The things that draw liquid

to spill wet upon our cheeks,

are always the matters

of which our hearts are filled.

And the tears that navigate us to their source
draw us to the deep quiet pool

where we see ourselves again

reflected in our gaze.
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BE STILL

Be still.
Be still and know,
that | am God.

Be still for | am He
who’s in you,

and I’'m greater than all
in this world.

Be still for | am here
within you,

holding you up,

so you cannot fall.

Be still because | will
deliver you.

Not one moment too late,
nor too soon.

And in the meantime,

when it’s hard to do anything else.
When it feels too daunting,

to take one step

left or right.

Then | will lead
from up front,
and | will support
you from behind.

You can doit,

those things you think you cannot do.

Just rest in me,
as you walk.

Just be still.
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FALLING

| am falling
like the rain
like the light through the broken clouds

I am falling
like a leaf
whose time it is to drop

like a musical note
carried aloft
to your ear and mine.

I am falling like the sun

like someone
who realises there are no more supports
for the weight we carry

which we voluntarily adopt.

I am falling
into grace
and love that has no boundaries,

but draws me from my feet
to the floor
where | bow in reverence

to the one who holds me up.

I am falling
but to the relief
that comes from knowing

| am carried on the currents of the wind,
to greater and greater
freedom.

The return of those who give up
their rights,
and fall that they might gain;

of those who hit the floor
to find a universe
under their feet.
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TO DISAPPEAR

| think | might like to disappear.
Play hide and seek.

Maybe just hide,
indefinitely.

If I close my eyes just now,
it’s almost as though I'm not here.

The breeze blows
whether | exist or not,

it finds no obstacle
in me.

The cicadas sing,
the birds still make their evensong.

And the rain doesn’t pause
in its fall to the ground,

but instead,
baptises me.

Yes, anyone who’s ever grieved,
cannot believe life continues.

But for some
that’s a source of comfort.

For we might quite like
to disappear.

Play hide and seek,
and find ourselves lost.

Maybe chase the setting sun,
to rise again in the east.

Yes, nature knows a secret,
we can hardly suspect.

All that’s lost
is found.
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We close our eyes
and dissolve as yeast,

and find ourselves transformed.
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A HARBOUR

We need a harbour.

A harbour where we can moor our vessels
that have been tossed and turned

by inclement weather,

by changing currents,

and the wear and tear,

of all our endeavours.

We need a place where we can shed ourselves.
Selves we have worn so long,

that, like the colour on our lips,

wear thin with too much time,

between our attentions.

That start to need more effort to sustain,

than we can spare.

Then we need a place,

where we can go to restore and mend.
We need the shoulders of the Comforter,
the Body of His House,

the refuge of His Courts

where He meets us, inestimable host,

as though we had never been gone.

We need a harbour.

Where we can take our longings, our endless needs,
to the edge, and pour them in.

That wraps its presence around us

and reminds us, indeed we need nothing

that isn’t already ours,

here in this place.

This place in which He is
the centre piece.
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SAD

There is something immensely sad
resounding in the depths,

and carrying on the airwaves.
That is finding a response in us.
The groaning of the earth

is felt by the sensitive.

We don’t know what we are listening for,
but we hear it.

We don’t know what is moving us,

but we register it.

Other’s tears we brush from our own cheeks.
Other’s wounds run fresh with our blood.

We are intrinsically connected.

While the waves jolt us,

and the earth appears even to expel us,
as if we were superfluous,

we are still rocked in unison.

The tide carries us in one direction.

We make landfall on a common shoreline.

One person’s healing becomes another’s hope.
One person’s hope is sowed as a seed

to grow in the heart of the other

until love takes root, and

sprouts as the tree that heals the nations

and the broken earth.

Yes, there is something immensely sad

resounding in the depths,

and carrying on the airwaves.

There is an ache, a worry at the edges of our thoughts,
that we might recognise what it is we fear.

And yet name the shapes we see in the dark.

But for light, we might indeed be lost.

But hand in hand we carry a torch each,
that from our hands will never be knocked.
Not while your tears are brushed

from my wet cheeks,

and my heart healed by your love.
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ABIDE

Abide

with me.
Be still, and know that
lam.

Have charted

your path.
Made room and
time for refreshment.

No, don’t resist.

There is no struggle
in the bird
that nestles close.

lam

a jealous God.
Yet you strive
and rush.

Forgetting

we were meant
at our core,

for relationship.
So abide with me.
Be still, and know,
| am yet,

and always shall be,

the God,
who calls you to himself.
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WORDLESS

Loss is so deep

there are no words
to define its meaning,
that we can speak.

Itis empty,

like the ringing of a bell
gone silent.

Or the rush of the bird
that all of a sudden
takes flight.

We are left alone.

And that alone,

is overwhelming.

We can no longer stand up
We cannot speak.

But love, has not flown.

Though we stand without,

the substance of a person in our life;
or thing, whatever it is,

that, like the tide,

has departed at our feet -

love still exists.
It is the only given.

And it restores the floor
under us,

where we lost our footing.
Its in the hands that uplift us,
in our grief.

The love that we have lost

can’t be replaced.

There’s still that hole.

We cannot circumnavigate our grief.

But love transforms.
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The tree that flourished
and then lost its leaves,
has dropped its crown.
But its seeds

lie buried in the ground
beneath.

Our loss, can still co-exist

with life.

We see Spring emerge from Winter
and dawn from

the darkest night.

Our hearts may break,
but the breaking brings
its own healing.

Grief will not consume us complete.

In that day that light brings
its blessed relief,

we will find its love

that kept us from

falling.
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THE PINES

| sat on a bank once, as a child.

| listened to the pine branches above
move to their own melody

in the breeze,

and | smelt their scent,

enter into my heart by a passage
| had not known was there,

to stain the memory.

So that now,

if you take me to the pines.
| will lie down and cry,

at the sound of wind,

in the trees.
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DAPPLED SHADE

Sun on leaves.

There is always a shadow side,
where the illumination doesn’t reach.

Bright light washes out the green
without the shadows to balance what we see.

The dark green, the backdrop that
is needed, for the light to be reflected.

| would rather shadows
and the things we cannot understand.

There is something about slow revelation.
There is something said for having too much clarity.

If faith is certainty
it has no substance.

Things that demand assurance to stand up
will fall at the first breath of wind.

Shadows tell us there is much that we don’t know,
and that that is as it should be.

If we have faith in something
let it be in the one whose light we see part the canopy

to reveal each tone of green
as something singular and not before seen.

| know how | prefer to walk,
following the light through dappled shade.

And trusting myself to a source of truth
beyond my own wisdom.

A good that can be trusted for what it shields,
as much as what it reveals.
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LENT

Giving God,
what do | give up,
this Lent?

For you

who remind me that
everything you have

given us is lent.

Fashioned

only for what,

it was meant.

A reason, a season or a day.
Everything is yours to give,

and take a way.

Giving God,
what do | release to you
this Lent?

My questions,

my answers, and

the prayers uttered
until I am spent.
Wondering

why do you not

give us what we want?

Instead you will

that we should give
to you our all.

That empty,
we might count our benefits.
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AH

Ah | thought...
| love everything.
The summer sun;

the leaves on the shimmering trees;

the breeze
through the open window.

But the fleeting fantail
that just flew to alight
on the branch,
teaches me that life
and its gifts,

run ever out.

A closed fist

holds nothing of worth.
While an open hand,
though its treasures run out
through its fingers;
contains everything.
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REVOLUTION

The night wraps about me

in a blanket of stars.

A night two thousand years hence,
that your presence

graced our planet.

And yet,

the night wraps around me
with the hush of newness,
that even the angels | think
hold their breath.

The moon,

everything here,

has that sense of things ending
and renewing.

Such that,

I’'m reminded,
where you live
outside time,
everything revolves
around your name.

Just as we in our journeying

circle a sun,

the light of which sustains our life,

so in a deeper sense

you stand more central than any planet,

and are the pivotal point
at which we all start and end.




HARD EDGES

God knew Grace
to be our greatest need.

Before comfort.
Before success.

Grace that softens the hard edge.
The things that catch us in our step.

Grace that soothes the little stings.
The things that draw the threat of tears.

God knew grace
to be our urgent need.

The only thing to make our human state
a thing to bear with dignity.

So God gave grace.
Gives grace more than any other gift.

Gifts like love, forgiveness,
or the benefit of the doubt

have at their core
an element of grace.

Indeed, are all simply grace
by another name.

Such grace that
our needs get turned upon their head.

Upon His grace we reach and stand
as on scaffolding.

We survey a world clearer
in clarity.

We see everything sustained
by the one who tends our souls.

We respond to these graces
with an exhale of relief.
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Life has its sharp corners
but they’re softened at the edge.

Grace falls
as rain from heaven.
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| WEAVE

| weave

| never stop stitching
what you unstitch.

| never stop repairing
what you tear.

| mend

Frayed edges,

and holes on knees.

Those places you’re rubbed raw,
| take and restore.

Gently, tenderly

| come behind

carrying the thread.

| put together what had you undone,
| tend to each of your needs.

| weave

| weave together,
all the loose ends.
You won’t unravel

in me.

| mend.
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ASCENSION

“Keep going, don’t give up”, | read.

Yet keeping going today,

looks something like,

closing and opening my eyes;

and turning over to my other side
in bed.

Progress is sometimes measured
in the smallest increments.

My not giving up today

was perhaps seen

in the leap of my heart,

at the Tui and Fantail on the branches
beyond my window’s ledge.

Sometimes progress is measured by the reach of our vision,
beyond the place we now rest.

Stop, go.

Who is asking that we maintain our pace?
To rest is to regain the strength to rise.
Before we release a breath,

we must breathe in the oxygen we need.

Yes, our hearts,
they beat to the measure of our supplies.

So sometimes not giving up

looks like curling into a cocoon;
and drawing the blankets in tight.
We might need to tend

and mend ourselves,

as the cat that comes in from the night,
licks at its wounds.

The shelter of the cocoon

provides the supports that aid our healing.
Before we ascend,

we must kneel and bend

to get the uplift desired.
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No, we don’t give up,

and keep, however slowly, making ground.

But its not clear cut.

Sometimes ascending looks a lot
like slowing down.
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EXCEPT A GRAIN OF WHEAT

Except a grain of wheat

fall, catch the current of the wind,

and lose all sense of direction,

to rest in a place unbidden and foreign,
it remains a single grain.

Yet, unbridled or contained,

and at the mercy of God’s faithfulness,

it bears the seed for the new season’s harvest.
It becomes new bread.

Yes, | think it is that what often looks like death,
or lack of fruitfulness, is instead,

just the time it takes

for the gift of life to flourish.

And tears, and gestures, or words,

the frustrated expressions

from good intents gone vaguely wrong,
or not as we would have determined;

the love that appears to be in vain.

They bear our heart’s cries as seed,

while God’s purposes he sometimes shields,
from our current understanding.

So that just like grain, or leaves,
or anything that falls,

we find next season’s yield,

is often stored,

in the remains of the first.
Apparent death just the shedding
of the husk,

that brings about new birth.
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SHEDDING MY SKIN

| shed my skin

so easily, unconsciously,
until completely new

in several weeks.

While life, and its residue,
is not so easily shed.

Either because | won’t remove myself,
and step ahead.

Or because, its more comfortable

to stay stuck,

and dig in my heels instead.

The sun sets.

It does not wait for us to notice it,

or for an audience to watch its descent.
It is simply there,

in one breath.
And then gone again, in the next.

| think of the sun,

and the barren trees which lose their leaves,
and | see they share a secret

I’'m still to get.

Life is a leap of faith,

from one brief moment, to the next.

So | shed my skin,
and | learn to let my heart lead me ahead.
The hill is beckoning,

and the dawn about to crest.
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PERFECT

Don’t wait for the perfect.
Life is here right now.

Shadows and light,
the losses and the gains
make a rich fabric of our days.

Depth discerned by a light in the dark,
that we hold like a lantern
and pick our way.

The shadows across the river’s face
give a hue | would never see,
if all were bright.

Greens that mirror a changing sky.
Rich shades reflecting
filtered light.

And the Monarch Butterfly
that flicks its wings
so fleetingly across my vision;

Its colour stands out
in greater clarity
for the darkness of its edge.

Don’t wait for the perfect.
We’'re all too afraid we’ll miss it
if we close our eyes and blink.

Oh but we won’t,
for it comes disguised in the greys,
to which we just need be present.
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FLIGHT

God taught me of love.

How it was a like a kite,

that you lengthen and let loose.
Or the string of a bow

that sets an arrow on its path.

| guess nothing he taught me

was that it was something you kept.
Rather it was something that you
kept on giving out;

like the loosening strings of a kite.

You don’t know where the

wind will take your love.

It might whip far and wide

and then return to you in an arc.

Whatever, your love is going where it’s meant.

Its place isn’t to stay

bound in your heart,

or in a neat little box all tied up.
Love finds its full expression

in the giving up.

In the lengthening out.

We were made not to keep
one another in our sight.

For the reach of love’s as far,
as daytime is from night.

We love most when we realise
the gift in giving up.

How it’s not the tight rein
that maintains our control.
But the loose hand...

that holds each other up
in flight.
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LOVE’S DEMANDS

Love is in the breaking

and the putting back together.
It is in the heart that hurts
and the ribs that protect;

and tether us together.

It is not as soft as we might believe.
Though it’s the most gentle thing

in earth and heaven.

It is the roots that anchor a tree,

and the leaves that move to the wind.

And we must move with love
to know that it expands;
even while its feet

stay attached to the ground.

Our hearts

have their ebb and flow.

Pain and joy, frustration, gratitude;
we live exposed: and at the mercy

of love’s demands.

Yes, if we are to understand at all,

we must see it as the seed that bursts.

For it is in the little deaths,
that we make it something else,
stronger still.

It evolves.

And we like the tree,

that in the summer blossom and fruit,
nurture and shelter;

in the winter sometimes must

stand alone.
Learning in leanness,

that life is fruitfulness;
the giving and the yielding,
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the waiting and the receiving.
We can’t keep anything,

but must move with love,

which in its creative force,
won’t leave us where,

we might wish to remain.

It grows us to our heights.

It makes us drop our seeds
upon the ground.

It asks that we shed the shells
of ourselves,

to become the bread
that multiplies.
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INSIDE OUT

We are broken
But we are entirely intact

We are shattered
but still in one piece

We are grieving
but still wholly complete

We are lost
but found

We leave the throng
and arrive in Him

We run
but never for long

We look left, or right
within and without

He is always there,
waiting for us to recognise

We are broken
but held together by love

Shattered
but pieced together with tender intent

Grieving
but held from breaking apart

Lost in ourselves
but never to Him

Who finds the cracks
and enters them

to restore us from inside out.
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TUI - APOEM FOR WINTER SOLSTICE

Tui, with your white breast,

you dance on the flimsy limb,
and sing a song,

that keeps me still and listening.

As the wind tosses the leaves
against a leaden winter sky,

| wonder you have a tune still

that causes your lone breast to rise.

| fear the cold that | can feel

in the blustery wind,

has got into my bones,

never mind that | sit warm inside.

Yes today, | am aware
there are two ways of being...

And | wonder Tui, with your tune,
how you could have known,

that for a moment there,

I'd forgotten

the notes that give us a song.
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WE SING

We sing.

We open our mouths
before dawn breaks,
because our hope
seeds in the dark.

And we believe,

before we see,

the dawn that breaks through leaves
and gilds them gold.

We arise

in our hearts,
and so our voice
declares the light

before it arrives.
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SONG

Songs have breath.

Music has width,
and length,
and breadth.

Our voice has a sound still,
that can lift us beyond
our grief.

Our fingers still,
can touch the notes
that bring release.

For God is not dead.

His love, wide and long,
and deep,
defies our measurement.

And when loss
lowers our utterances
to a mere wisp of breath;

He reclaims our voice,
that our fingers might strike the keys
that resonate yet with life.

For God is alive.

And music has breath.
All that we see perish
is transformed beyond our sight.

And the power of music
is in its means to communicate
what we can’t understand yet.

So sing on my friend.
Sing on.
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HEAVEN

They tell me there is no heaven
on earth.

But | have found pieces

that resemble it

and have put them together
with a bonding agent

made of hope and faith.

And love,

that when the sun strikes it
in a certain way,

the whole picture

comes alight,

as something

from another place.

They tell me there is a heaven
but it’s not here.

While | am certain that | have
cast out my line

and drawn an ocean like the tide,
or the skies blue expanse

around me like a wrap.

They tell me heaven

is far away.

But | think despite what we are warned,
that sometimes we need look into the sun,
rather than away.

Then we might find what we are seeking
holds us in its gaze.

And as the sea reflects the blue sky
so that on a perfect day

we can’t see a defined edge,

so heaven is imaged

in our humanness,

and our glory

mixed in

with the earth’s.
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LIFE IS A CIRCLE

Life is a circle.

You can get on and off at any point.
You can fall and fail.

You can rest and deflate.

You can wait, and build your strength,
to hold on in the whirl.

Morning’s a reminder of renewal.
Things turn, and change in the dark.
As we shed skin and renew cells

in our sleep;

so life refreshes our circumstances,
and our ability to adapt.

To life - which is a circle.

Held by grace, which is at the middle.
And at the beginning, and the end.
The central point of the turntable,
and all of its circumference;

and everywhere we stand.
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LENT SPEAK

Lent.
Speak to me.

A word that holds such hidden depths.

Take me on your hallowed ground,
untouched, and unturned
yet by heart or mind.

Show me your intents,
what you’re yet to unveil.
| wait here still, with bated breath,

to hear your name revealed.
Lent.

Lead me on.
Winter | know is a season

through which we all must pilgrimage

| am told your name means ‘Spring’.
| wait for you to blossom.

Though the deserts an experience,
we all must endure,
Lent teaches us to delve for life

when there’s no evidence of it at all.

For Lent
in truth is life.
And just as we come to our birth,

through a dark passage;
grown to fullness,
hidden from the world.

So Lent teaches us
to sow in tears, and then reap.

To wait in the wilderness,

until Easter springs at our feet.
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THE REMAINS OF THE DAY

You have resurrected me.

You, who rose once and for all,
lean down each new day,
restore me with your loving hand
replace me where | stand.

You who have resurrected me,
have taught me how torise,
to undo all the ropes,

and the remains of the day
which keep me tied.

You my resurrection,

are my high and holy place.
From which | can see

from a different vantage,
and renew my perspective.

You who are resurrected,
teach me how to follow.
Show me where my eyes
and heart must rest,

lead me to living waters.

You, my resurrection
restore me to your side.
And cleanse me

from the ashes

of the days left behind.
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A LADDER

| will climb to you

by a ladder

made from the days
I've put behind me

and those I'm yet to live

When the sun is hard

to find

| will then add a rung

and it will lead me higher still
to seek its dawning light.

| can climb to you.

Although you’re never far,
you are always that bit ahead,
guiding me forward

another step.

Yes, you have given me a ladder
and taught me to build.

My days, the material

from which | draw

perpetual wood.

When the sun is hard

to find,

or the mist hangs low
obscuring the view,

what comfort it is yet to know

| can climb to you.
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BORNE UP

There are some days

in which,

just as the sun travels from east to west
across a blue horizon;

| find myself

held up,

carried aloft,

that my clay feet might not touch

the ground.

| did not know, | was so light,

or inclined to be absent?

Rather I think it is that you instead

are strong, and ever present.

And that it is your pleasure

to uphold us,

to assure us of the comfort and strength
found in the centre

of your arms.

And so | rest,

like a child weaned.

| have found, standing still

what many might travel the earth
on weary feet to seek,

not knowing that strength

is found,

where weakness gives us away,
always at our knees.
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LYING DOWN

Lying down
is not always what it seems.

Lying down can appear
as though we are giving in

giving up, lowering the flag,
to half mast.

But in lying down,
we can find in ourselves sometimes

a second wind.

A wind

that depends
not on growing strength

to catch its sails,
but on dwindling reserves.

That depends on us
having no more energy

to hold up the
shells of our former defences.

A wind

which will bear us up
when we have no strength

but to reveal our deepest needs
and our rawest selves.

A wind, that when we listen
has more power in it

than any stream that’s
self propelled.
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A wind

that’s always called
for our honest surrender.

Has always been on our side,
underneath and overhead.

Has never let us down,

though we might expend our strength

on navigating our own
worn paths.

Yes, lying down
is not always what it seems.

Lying down can appear
as though we are giving in

giving up, lowering the flag,
to half mast.

But in lying down,
we can find in ourselves sometimes

a second wind,

much stronger than the first.
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THIS WILL PASS

This too will pass.

This will pass like the sun rising.
This will pass like a breath of wind
across the face of a leaf.

Like the butterfly,

who just this morning came,

in a flash of bright colour, and then went.
It will pass.

Those things you worry at now,

with the tip of your tongue.

Lift up, and weigh, and heavily put down.
They will pass.

The things sore yet,

and burdensome upon your heart.

They will catch the wind, and graciously depart.

They will pass.

And behind, in their wake,
might come more things.

But you know this, just as you know yourself adequate.

For all things pass.
The butterfly reminds of you this,
as does the falling leaf.

And the rising sun, warm now,

upon your upturned cheek.
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LOVE SURROUNDS

You surround us.
There is comfort there.

So much comfort to be had
by the thought of our
encompassment.

We lie, like seeds in the earth;
or wait, as birds in a nest.

For our provision.
For our establishment
in the ground.

And for a while there,
we thrive.

Until seasons change,
and our understanding
grows to find,

that none of us were made to stay grounded

for long.

Birds take flight.

Seeds and green leaves are shed, and spread

across land and sky.

We were made to grow,
and lengthen and expand.

To break our shells,
to green and die, and
then restore ourselves from the ground.

And in the dark and light;
in the summer, and in the winter’s night,

we recognise wherever we are,
there is a greater purpose,
and meaning profound.

Truth deeper than we might ever grasp,
found in the knowledge, of your love.

Love as a tent,
that circles and surrounds.

Seen in the flight of birds, and spring’s first emergent growth.

And witnessed in the dying of the light,
and the closed eyes of those farewelled.
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Love is bigger, and larger and completely beyond
what we can comprehend, but its comfort
is in the knowledge that it’s a tent,

and we’re held safe
in its confines.
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GIVE OR TAKE

Your hand grasped mine
the moment | took it,
never mind it has been half
a life time since,

give or take.

Your hand was outstretched
long before | held it back.

And | have learned,

that whether we give or take from you,
or one another

your grip stays firm, and constant.

On its hold | depend alone,

when all else, even my own self,
wavers in its strength

as a candle by an open window pane.

Give or take,

your hand is outstretched
to hold up all who fold without support.

All who linger without a light

as darkness falls, your hand leads on,
so that give or take, loss or gain

we need not be without a way.

Yes, your hand grasped mine
the moment | took it,

never mind it has been half
a life time since

give or take.

And day with you, | have found
is always rising over the brow of the next hill.

All who heed the voice of love,

can take your hand,

proffered out

give or take the strength of their own.

And know your constant, lasting love.
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RIVER OF LIFE

Whether | live or die,
its all for you.

| live and die in vain
when | seek anything,
beyond what you’ve ordained.

The secret is to be content.

To travel as far within as without.

To swim in the current that
brought me here.

And then without doubt
| will follow it out.
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INCOMPLETE

Everything
is incomplete Lord.
We live with things in perpetual suspense.

Like curtains open a chink
to let in the light,
so we see yet just a partial glimpse.

We live with things unresolved,
each moment a different state
of growth or decay, increase or decline.

We have a hand in creating things
that will one day dissolve
in the hands that made them.

We have dreams and longings that
are still seeds to be planted,
in a ground yet to be prepared.

We are limited in our vision and perspective
and resistant to the things
which must of necessity conclude.

And we are so impatient
at things to start, or heal or mend,
for things to reach fruition.

For prayers to be answered.
in the way we understand or expect
as though God were at our bidding,

and subject to the demands
of our wills and hearts.
But praise God He is not limited to our vision.

For where we see a chink of light
he sees the whole vista,

and where we hold a seed, he sees a tree at its full height.

Yes, if he can wait, then so can we.
And we can remember in letting go,
that one season leads on to the next.
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And our palms can only hold so much,
at once.

The rest decomposes to become mulch and seed.
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INCOMPLETE I

If
we are all shadows on this earth.

If we pass away in a breath,
and dissolve like water

at the end of our life’s breadth,
but for our spirits.

If
we are all shadows,

then what do we build, that has any worth?
What do we make that we can keep?

What has eternal value

in a world of impermanence?

If
we are shadows,

then there is a light

behind and beyond us,

that defines our outline.

That casts us into a form that we can recognise.

If
we are shadows

then we together

make a picture of what is to come.

We are the drawing board

for a master design still to be outworked.

If
we are shadows

then there is something of substance
that marks out our outline on the wall.
Our spirits live, while our

bodies wane with each breath we draw.

So what do we build, that has any worth?
That lasts beyond this time and place.

If we are His church, of which the walls
will one day fall away,

75




then | wonder if it might be

our body and our hands,

indwelt by His spirit

that make up the building and the roof.

And will remain when all else dissolves like shadows,

at the end of the day.
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SEASONS

Seasons, if we allow them to,
will clothe us, or undo us;

or help us to shed one skin,
to take on the new.

Autumn draws me to fall down

in a heap, with the dying leaves

but there is nothing that | need fear
on this holy ground.

Winter will draw its hood
over me,

and the stark earth

will be the crown that adorns.

Until spring comes and | unfurl
to reach towards

a warming sun,

seeds bursting to emerge.

And summer will bring me full circle, again.

We need have no fear,
even now.

The leaves speak of life beyond these times.

We are to only hold our breath, and live in quiet expectation

of all the seasons bring.
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THESE THREE REMAIN

These three remain -
Faith, Hope and Love.

Let’s teach our children,
not of things which they must strive to obtain.

For one day they might find such things
to be built on sand.

To be made of such stuff
that dissolves in their hands;

when they cling too hard,
or too firmly depend.

Instead love,

in truth
is not even a lesson;

for us to pass on,
but a gift already given.

Unmerited, and without condition,
it’s the foundation of faith.

And faith,

is the substance of things hoped for,
and unseen.

But believed,

because the love by which we are loved,
has proven them to be real.

Yes faith,

is the means by which we
can know ourselves assured.

And hope,

is the tenacity
by which we hold to all that’s good.
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And which without
we would not

risk, or seek, or trust
or even love.

Yes these three things,

we must give our children
if we give them nothing else.

And we give them these things,
by first finding them ourselves.
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HIS HOUSE

His house

took me by surprise,
how roomy it was.

And the view, it took in all the surrounds,
and beyond what | could see.

And the doors to this house
were all open.

In fact they were hard
even to perceive.

It appeared there were no
partitions,

only pillars
and cornerstone.

And it came to me,
that the foundation was Christ.

And that we were
his Holy priests.

And the house which faced
to the East,

and to North and West,
and South,

was open to everyone,
who might come.

There were no exceptions.
We all belonged

to Him.
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IF YOU COULD SEE

If you could see the circle of our house,
you who have lost.

You might see that just because,

they are for a moment

out of sight;

they have not gone.

No, our house is higher,
and wider

in circumference,

than what we can measure
with our mortal senses,
and human minds.

If we could see the circle of His house,
we who have lost.

We might walk a little easier,

knowing that He is with us.

And those we can no longer see -

just up front.

Our house, is a circle.

We are all just a hands breadth a way.
Our fingers, they cannot reach,

or voices cross the miles.

But we are somehow

still contained,

by the hands, in which we’re held.
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FOREVER

Forever seems so far,

and yet it is only ever ahead.
Its bridge, the days that turn,
one on to the next.

Eternity is round.

We don’t travel for it to be found.
We live within its midst.

Held ahead, and behind.

When | wish for you eternity,

| ask for what you have.

| pray that you would know your place,
as more than a point in time.

Forever is not a length of string.

It's broader and deeper than we imagine.

When we find the source of life,
we turn with it where we’re standing.

82




| KNOW

I know where I'm going.

And it doesn’t matter if it’s not
as they say it will be.

Shall | not meet the God | believe in,
that would not be such great grief.

Because | might find something
more wonderful still.

In the end belief only takes us so far.
Yes, | know where I’'m going.

For something in me from the place of unknowing,
is following a thread.

A thread of which | can feel a pull
from each direction.

At my back,
the weight of generations,

who have made the leap,
and call from ahead.

Yes, from where | pivot in the middle,
| feel a sense of confidence,

a surety of what,
| cannot say.

And it does not matter
if | find it is not as | thought.

Even though | trust my belief.
For God is much more than heaven.

And if | were to dissolve into the wind,
and the rushing stream.

| would still be a part of the life,
which propels and pulls,
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and calls us from a seed
to belong to this.
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A MILLION GRACES

In all our efforts that attempt and fail,
there is a grace for that.

In all the ways we’ve loved and not loved,
there is a grace for the lack.

In all the ways we’ve poured out our strength
and come up spent,

or have swallowed bitterness,
and carried guilt,

there is grace.

Plentiful, and bounteous,
to counter our inadequacies,

to make up the space between
what is and isn’t.

To bridge each glaring gap.

Yes, we can take a breath
and exhale it.

For it’s in the giving up,
and the release of our grip,

that we encounter the grace
made to meet each need.

Where we find the spaces that echoed
are filled,

with a grace that overarches
and undergirds.

A grace in which our deficiencies
are offset

by the knowledge of a love
which turns lack on its head.

Yes, God is love,
and there is grace for each need.
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Let us come to the font
and be filled.
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WHAT CAN WE BUILD?

| wonder

What are we building?
With the tools we have been given.

What can we build?
That will stand in wind and storms.

That won'’t perish, like the earth,
and fade like worn out clothes.

What are we building?
That will last longer than silver and gold.

That will be blessed from the ground.
That will hold its form, and outlive our days.

What are we building?
With our tools, and hands made of clay.

We, whose lives are briefer than the earth’s,
what foundations can we lay?

That might remain.

| wonder

if the tools we are given,
though we are so weak and human,

might in fact be stronger and more lasting,
than we think?

And able to wield things of worth,
much greater than we measure our attempts.

For we together make a house. And we have hearts,
that, for as long as they beat, will love.

| think if willing is a prayer,
then longing, and desiring each other’s good might almost be enough.

Especially, If our clay hands and feet, then
do the work of our earnest hearts.

87




Yes, we whose lives are briefer than the earth’s,
what foundations can we lay?

That won’t in the end be measured,
by their love.
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ADVENT

If you are like me by years end
your heart has closed a crack,

or is full to brimming,
with the weariness of grief unpacked still

with the challenge of task and test,
following one on from the next.

The debris of life leaves a brittleness,
a shell that might hold a smile intact

but leaves us gasping underneath.
We have had enough.

Weary travellers needing more than light relief,
in need instead of the miraculous.

We need ‘Advent’.
Its quiet pilgrimage.

To which He draws our hearts and
directs our steps.

To ‘Hope’ which becomes a beacon
to which we reach,

and then carry high that others might
light their candles from our weak wicks.

And ‘Peace’, which immeasurable in its healing arts

invades the corners of our hearts

exposing the bitter and painful depths
to catch the light.

And then to ‘Joy’, that starts to spark
and recharge itself anew

at the remembrance of one who waits upon us
to make him room;

to reach that still and quiet place
above which his guiding star rests.
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To which ‘Love’ suddenly breaks the silence
with the sound of life.
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THE WORLD IS ALIVE

The world is alive.

We think we exist as masters of our fate,

and captains of this ship.

Until every now and then the earth takes a breath
and moves as if to dislodge us.

We realise then, our frailty

as passengers, and as guests

who for a moment have come to visit
a beautiful, unpredictable place

not our own.

We realise then, when we think in this vein,
that to be tolerated by a living breathing animal,
upon whose back we live,

is not to be discounted,

only respected.

We are not the captains,

the masters of our fate,

but the ones for whom earth is a borrowed home,
and its wonder and beauty,

an unearned gift.

We would do well to remember,

and to try with all our might,

to hold on,

as a rider who straddles a horses girth,
might enjoy the ride.
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THE OTHER SIDE

The sun shines on both sides of our world.

When it sets for you
it rises for me.

When the snow settles
in silence upon the trees
and all growth halts,

here it has blossomed
and life is rife
among bird and bush.

Yes, at the toss of a hand
the coin flips,

between death’s door and life’s threshold.

The seasons change,
or the day’s light declines
before we know ourselves.

The glow of twilight
a last burning
before the descent of night.

A coin lies in His hand,
yet however it falls
it’s right side up.

Somewhere the sun is shining still.
Held in summer’s embrace
we can attest to that.

In winter’s chill
and dimming light,

we need someone to recall to us,

what’s on the other side.
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WHAT IF

What will happen

if we close our eyes

in the night,

and forget again to wake.

What will happen

if in our sleep,

we walk,

but not here upon this earth.

What will happen
if we hear a call,
and arise from our beds

rather than turn ourselves instead.

What will happen

if we draw apart the curtain
and see the moon shine
brighter than day.

What will happen

if what calls us is more
compelling than

what it is we leave behind.

What might happen

if we close our eyes

in the night

and forget again to wake.

What might happen?

| pray you tell me friend.

| will listen in the bird song
to what it is you hear.
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MIRACLES

Sometimes the miracle is not in
the buds opening
or the ferns unfolding.

It’s not in the foals
rise to its feet
or the sparrow’s first flight.

It's not always even
in the healing of the sick

or the raising of the dead from their beds.

Although miracles they may be,
of such weight that our measure
of God’s hand

is often made
by how much life is
wrested back from death.

Yes, the miracle is not always
in how much of worth has been restored
or in what has been kept.

The miracle sometimes is
in being able to surrender to the fire
and the potter’s wheel.

It’s true that no clay is strong
until its glaze

has known the oven’s heat.

The miracle is not in new birth alone.

Sometimes the miracle is in knowing the gift of life

and having the strength to let it go.

God knows the real miracle might be
in our eyes closing to the sun’s setting
and opening again to dawn’s light.
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NOT HERE

He is not here, he has risen just as he said.
Don’t be alarmed, you who are looking for Jesus.

The one who was crucified is risen, he is not here.

See the place where they laid him is now empty.
Come and see.

He is not here, he has risen just as he said.

The place where we sit, in the darkness,

where rocks shield the light;

we fail to see he is not there, but already ahead
calling to us, beckoning us to follow.

We fail to see

how the sun now hits the place
where his head lay

confirming the emptiness of a room
that once received his broken frame.

How we fail to see

how sometimes we are borne with brittle bones
on to beds of recovery

to only forget to get up,

to test our strengthening legs.

He is not here, he has risen just as he said.
And there’s nowhere that we might

not know freedom if we ask for it.

The stone is rolled away, the curtain torn.
All is new, that we may begin again.

Let us tear at our restraints and watch them give.

Rise up from our weeping and follow him.
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THE BACK OF YOU

If | see the back of you
in the glint of light through leaves,

in a rising moon
shifting between clouds.

In the explosion of the sun
behind the hill at days end,

or its gentle ascending glow
at dawn.

If all | see feels like
| am following at your heels.

Fleeting muse among the trees,
your lantern’s light slipping in and out.

The sound of your robe
and sandaled feet beckoning me.

If all I see is a tempting glimpse
of heaven,

bright edge of beyond,
the wrapping of the gift.

Then that glimpse is such that anymore
would exceed what | can contain.

It’s not that you’re not here alive
with us, in full.

It's that our eyes perhaps
must wear blinkers to shield them from the glory,

that otherwise would undo
in its magnitude.

For now, we see you clothed.
For now, our senses dip their feet at the brink,

and that must be enough
to sate our human restlessness.

Enough to follow you,
sweet light through leaves,
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your hand’s caress
on our sleeping brow.

One day we will wake

on the other side of heaven’s back.

And will see all of what
alludes us now.
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GRATITUDE

My friend asks
how to make the other side.

As though it were a leap
that we need to draw enough breath in
to take.

But its not an in breath
but a release
we need.

We tell him
he’s already there.
That heaven is here.

And when he is ready
he will take it with him.
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UP AHEAD

| think like all that’s good,
you’re just up ahead,

to remind us

the net of goodness,
great web of grace,

the eternal embrace,
extends back.

Strengthening us at our girth,
and accompanying us forward.

Great grace,
not just for now and this present moment,

but for yesterday’s pain,
and tomorrows promise.

| like to think,
that from where you sit,

the boundaries are wide
and far reaching beyond our sight.

And that within this encompassment,
somewhere, we all exist.

All our frailties undergirded,
and our missteps made right

by a grace that transforms us
through its gaze.

Yes, in this embrace of goodness,
great web of grace,

our place | think
is certain.

The one whose heart of love
contains the world,
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has spread his net,
enfolding us as his own.

Yes | like to think you see all that,
from up ahead

and somehow make it known.
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HOME

Whoever said

home is a place

that we have grown up in,

and have traced its familiar lines
with hands

that know its contours;

whoever said

home is all we’ve ever lived,
and known,

have not understood

how home can exist
separate to experience.

How

there are places

in our journeying, where,
on cresting a hill,

a certain scent in the wind
evokes a memory

a pull

that can feel like
both a call

to new terrains,
and a remembrance
of older landscapes.

Yes, whoever said

home is a place that we know,
have not known how

we can trace the edges

of something

and know its pattern.
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And can feel

a sense of belonging

in a foreign field,

as though something in us
were native born

to its land.

Perhaps in one sense

we all belong to each other.
And the earth is the carpet
upon which

we flower briefly

until we dissolve into its ground.

And the features

of our experience,

SO new to our eyes,
and yet familiar,

we have perhaps seen
in our dreams

before this.
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HOW IT ENDS

We are stories within a story.

Narratives within the larger Word.

Even while we question meaning or reason,
we have comfort in knowing how it ends.

More than players on a stage

we have our own self-determination.

We are safe to make decisions and choices
within the provision of an all-encompassing plan.

Advent reminds us of the eternal story
in which life and death take turns

in entering from the wings.

And nothing in this world is ever final

while His Word has the enduring say.

We are stories within a story.

Narratives within the larger Word.

Even while we wonder at the purpose of our griefs
with relief we keep our trust in joy’s return.

For Advent teaches us the story within the story.

The larger volume and the smallest detail contained.

Held together in His great unfolding scroll
by hands that reach from beginning to end.

Advent recalls to us the gift of waiting.
The treasure held close to Mary’s breast.
The heart already leaps for what isn’t yet,
this comfort is knowing how it ends.

The hope in which we, waiting,
place our faith.

The trust in what we know

has been conceived.

103




LAY DOWN

Lay down like the earth

is covered in flowers.

Wild things spreading like weeds
to outgrow the reoccurring cares.

And when pain springs
and flows like a river,
unexpected,

but mounting in strength,

then lay down like the gully

is carved by water,

feel it fill and mould you to its shape,
then flow in it to the sea.

Lay down like the waters

of the ocean,

spreads its blue/green wrap
around the earth.

Lay down and absorb all
that befalls,

to rise again,

a suspended vapour of mist.

As low clouds that brush
against the mountain tops,
that make a blanket

of their blooming spread.

That cause water

to fall again,

onto the thirsty plains
and vales.

Yes, lay down like the earth

is covered in flowers.

Colours that emerge in patterns that astound,
miracles formed by nature’s cycles.

Yes, lay down and let it all loose.

The clenched fist,

the buried hurts,

the seeds that fall to beautify the earth’s crust.
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Good will come of all,
that we lay down.
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THE ANTIDOTE

Everything has an antidote,
it does not matter the size.

It does not need to be comparative.
The largest grief can be eased
by the smallest gift.

The smallest of troubling thoughts
may find relief
only from the immensity of sky.

But everything has an antidote
and everything in nature is alive.
The soul of things revives the soul in us.

The hidden core seeks out
its mirrored reflection,
in the wholeness that surrounds.

Nature hasn’t need for words
to explain,
but echoes back our worth.

Its quiet understanding
all the peace we need.
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COMMITMENT

You show us how to recommit

each morning the sun rises.

We see how its rays

chase the shadows of the night

until they’ve backed down.

Retreated into the depths of the foliage.

You show us how to recommit

each morning the dawn crests.

How the blue reminds us that

dark is not the default.

That day is never far away

and somewhere on this round earth there’s always light.

You show us how to recommit

in the way our hearts soften.

How loves becomes a healing expansive beam,
to claim the space where

the dark had lingered,

until gracious love caused it to flee.

And you show us how to recommit

in the way you do not leave.

Though the shadows appear to shield us from your presence,
we feel it like a hand reaching under the covers,

until our defences crack

at the gentleness of your touch.

You show us how to recommit

each morning the sun rises.

How darkness has no hope against the light of day,
and absence is revealed for the illusion it is.

As we see clearly now

all that the dark tried to hide.
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BLUE

Everything’s blue this day.
Sea, sky.

Even the green bush

is softened,

under a blue gaze.

The colours of my heart,
as changeable as the sky,
today split into shards
of multi-coloured light,

lit by the sun.

| realised then

there’s no colour, or feeling
or thought,

that should not be given space

to exist.

But what’s been hurt

will take a step back,

can change

and give up its inclination

for shadowing us.

As even dark,

and grey that seems not to move,
weighs less

and merges with the predominant hue,

when held up to the light.
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THE GOOD NEWS

Have you heard the good news?

Have you heard how it’s all good?

How the good news underpins the bad,
supersedes it,

overarches it,

surrounds it in one great promise,

as the sky does the circling earth.

That the bad may be contained and
transformed bit by bit

by the light that gets in -

so that it becomes something else,
something which,

while not meant for good,

has lost its power to harm.

Have you heard the good news?

It’s enough to believe

when the bad presses in,

that the good is the wide outer expanse,
and the bad can be outshone,
outlasted, and made benign

by a persistent faith that believes.

109




UP-DRAFT

‘They shall mount up

with wings as eagles’.

We, whose earthen frames
and clay feet

keep us tied to the ground.

‘They shall run

and not grow weary’.

We, who faint by the wayside,
who struggle hard

for each sustaining breath.

We are blessed,

those of us ‘who endure’.
Who find our reward

after a waiting game to test,
the very limits of our strength.

We, whose light burns fainter,
almost to the point

of extinguishment -

we find in surrender

that we are lit up.

Caught alight

by a source far removed
from ourselves,

yet closer than each
in-drawn breath.

The very breath that threatens
in its soft declining strength,
to give out on us,

to fail before we are ready to
yield.

‘They shall mount up
with wings as eagles’.
Those who wait,
though waiting might
seem to last forever.
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Forever is after all relative,
and time a length

we cannot measure,

for lack of full
comprehension now.

And strength, and power,
show up best

in those who have met
the limit of their own
resources.

‘They shall walk and not faint’.
They shall run,

and catch the wind.

The currents that enfold

to bear us up.

‘But they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength;
they shall mount up with wings as eagles;
they shall run, and not be weary; and they shall walk, and not faint’.
Isaiah 40:31
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visit Ana Lisa de Jong at:

livingtreepoetry.com

112




