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To My Beloved
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OPEN TO YOU

 

 

In prayer and

meditation

I keep hearing

I am to open

to your

presence

wisdom

and love

in all things

at all times

and not to walk

a single

narrow

path




THE DIVINE MARRIAGE

 

 

Let us walk together, my beloved,

toward God, with God, in God,

deeper and deeper into Unity,

 

Each of us a guide, a witness,

a friend and fellow traveler,

a mate and muse on the path of Love.

 

Let us surrender to the Presence

in each other and bow heads

and anoint toes with kisses and tears.

 

Let us guard the Pearl of our souls

and drink deep and long the Life

ever flowing from our inmost Heart,

 

Both of us Beloved’s adoring

servants, ecstatic with boundless

service, dancing wildly into night

intoxicated on wine of Eternity

until we collapse in twined arms

and sleep the deep peace of Bliss.

 

O come, my beloved, come come

soon for the hour is late

and our hearts open and ripe

to drown as one in One.




ALL IN THE SAME MOMENT

 

 

Buddha fountain bubbles

Prayer wheel rings

Heater booms on

Power saw buzzes

Meditation legs ache

All in the same moment




MT. MADONNA REDWOODS

 

 

I

Nine young redwoods

circling remains

of mother tree,

her body charred

wishbone

ten-feet high.

 

Children born

from maternal ashes

like a flock

of arboreal phoenixes.

 

II

Redwood stump

like green mountain

stream,

mosses cascading

down

her terraced contours

flowing, flowing, flowing

onto rocks

below.

 

From her dead

center

delicate seedling

rises

festooned with

spider webs.

 

III

Young stub

still attached

to mother

trunk

grows tender

bark over

severed end

like torn limb

sprouting

new flesh

where blood

once flowed.

 

IV

Through core

of massive log

lodged

at waterfall lip

the stream flows,

her cold mountain

waters seeming

to rejuvenate

old veins.

 

V

O rotting log

at side

of trail,

how good
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