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for my brothers and sisters
and their loved ones






at least take off your shoes
when you go dancing
on the heart of god






the spirit is a bird
the sky, intellect

the heart, its song
the wind, its soul







give the body
what it needs
and no more

give the spirit
what it needs
and no less






at night
you gather

on my heart
like dew







you shatter us
with your strength

we shatter you
with our fragility






the centre
is everywhere
and nowhere

more
thanin the
emptiness

that fills
the longing
for love







love arrives
at the unknown

without departing
from the known






beware
says this sea

all drown
who swimin me







prayer
is a demand
on the heart

love
is a demand
of the heart






the gift of love
is a scroll in one hand
and a shroud in the other







love and wisdom
grow together






in every way
there is an obstacle

in the way of love
is love of the way







these bones when dry
will they sing of love
make strangers cry

or will they burn
like sullen stars
becoming ash






life brings out from within us at the end
that which was within us at the beginning







grace resides in hearts
where love is at home






the most difficult step
in the search for justice
is recognizing injustice







to belong to the place
where one has arrived

is not the same as

to arrive at the place
where one belongs






between the sea of knowledge
and the shore of knowing
lies the reef of arrogance







do not cast
a vision in stone
lest it be crushed






the extent to which we withhold
our love from others

is the extent to which we prevent
god from loving us







a moment of love
can suffice for a lifetime

a moment without love
is loss for a lifetime






innocence cannot lead us to you
until it is displaced by knowledge

knowledge cannot lead us to you
untilitis replaced by innocence







the container of the self
fulfils its purpose when it is empty






we are
because god is










