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[somewhere i have never travelled,gladly beyond] — E.E. Cummings
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Praise the Rain

Praise the rain; the seagull dive
The curl of plant, the raven talk—
Praise the hurt, the house slack
The stand of trees, the dignity—
Praise the dark, the moon cradle
The sky fall, the bear sleep—
Praise the mist, the warrior name
The earth eclipse, the fired leap—
Praise the backwards, upward sky
The baby cry, the spirit food—
Praise canoe, the fish rush

The hole for frog, the upside-down—
Praise the day, the cloud cup

The mind flat, forget it all—

Praise crazy. Praise sad.

Praise the path on which we’re led.
Praise the roads on earth and water.
Praise the eater and the eaten.

Praise beginnings; praise the end.
Praise the song and praise the singer.

Praise the rain; it brings more rain.
Praise the rain; it brings more rain.

Joy Harjo

“Praise the Rain” by Joy Harjo
From: Conflict Resolution for Holy Beings
Photo by Andreas Oberdammer on Unsplash



https://unsplash.com/photos/a-yellow-flower-with-water-droplets-on-it-MGLqOeVawv4

[somewhere 1 have never travelled,gladly

beyond]

By E.E. Cummings

somewhere 1 have never travelled,gladly beyond

any experience,your eyes have their silence:

in your most frail gesture are things which enclose me,
or which 1 cannot touch because they are too near

your slightest look easily will unclose me

though 1 have closed myself as fingers,

you open always petal by petal myself as Spring opens
(touching skilfully,mysteriously)her first rose

or if your wish be to close me,i and

my life will shut very beautifully,suddenly,
as when the heart of this flower imagines
the snow carefully everywhere descending;

nothing which we are to perceive in this world equals
the power of your intense fragility:whose texture
compels me with the colour of its countries,
rendering death and forever with each breathing

(i do not know what it is about you that closes
and opens;only something in me understands

the voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses)
nobody,not even the rain,has such small hands



Jacob’s Blessing

by Jan Richardson
From: The Painted Prayerbook

If this blessing were easy,
anyone could claim it.

As it is,

I am here to tell you

that it will take some wortk.

This is the blessing
that visits you

in the struggling,
in the wrestling,

in the striving.

This is the blessing

that comes

after you have left
everything behind,

after you have stepped out,
after you have crossed
into that realm

beyond every landmark
you have known.

This is the blessing
that takes all night
to find.

1t’s not that this blessing
is so difficult,

as if it were not filled
with grace

or with the love

that lives

in every line.

It’s simply that

it requires you

to want it,

to ask for it,

to place yourself

in its path.

It demands that you
stand to meet it

when it arrives,

that you stretch yourself
in ways you didn’t know
you could move,

that you agree

fo not give up.

So when this blessing comes,
borne in the hands

of the difficult angel

who has chosen you,

do not let go.

Give yourself

into its grip.

1t will wound you,
but I tell you

there will come a day
when what felt to you
like limping

was something more
like dancing

as you moved into
the cadence

of your new

and blessed name.



https://paintedprayerbook.com/2017/08/02/the-wrestling-is-where-the-blessing-begins/

Tomas Transtromer: "Allegro"

After a black day, | play Haydn,
and feel a little warmth in my hands.

The keys are ready. Kind hammers fall.
The sound is spirited, green, and full of silence.

The sound says that freedom exists
and someone pays no tax to Caesar.

| shove my hands in my haydnpockets
and act like a man who is calm about it all.

| raise my haydnflag. The signal is:
"We do not surrender. But want peace."

The music is a house of glass standing on a slope;
rocks are flying, rocks are rolling.

The rocks roll straight through the house
but every pane of glass is still whole.

"Allegro” by Tomas Transtromer, from The Winged Energy of Delight: Selected Translations,
edited by Robert Bly. Translated from the Swedish by Robert Bly. © Harper Perennial, 2005.

Photography: "Close Up of Male Hands Playing the Piano,” by Diego Cervo (originally color).
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http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-khZfMo005Vo/Un6XUsD70YI/AAAAAAAAE8M/PedIgEdPBos/s1600/9521.science-practice.jpg

Being a Person
by William Stafford

Be a person here. Stand by the river, invoke

the owls. Invoke winter, then spring.

Let any season that wants to come here make its own
call. After that sound goes away, wait.

A slow bubble rises through the earth

and begins to include sky, stars, all space,
even the outracing, expanding thought.
Come back and hear the little sound again.

Suddenly this dream you are having matches
everyone’s dream, and the result is the world.
If a different call came there wouldn’t be any
world, or you, or the river, or the owls calling.

How you stand here is important. How you
listen for the next things to happen. How you breathe.

Published in: Even in Quiet Places: Poems
Illustration courtesy of Tech Explorist


https://www.techexplorist.com/formation-tiny-water-bubbles-real-time/90685/

Prayer - Another Way of Being, Another Way of Knowing
- Michael Leunig

Dear God,

We pray for another way of being:
another way of knowing.

Across the difficult terrain of our existence

we have attempted to build a highway

and in so doing have lost our footpath.

God lead us to our footpath:

Lead us there where in simplicity

we may move at the speed of natural creatures
and feel the earth's love beneath our feet.
Lead us there where step-by-step we may feel
the movement of creation in our hearts.

And lead us there where side-by-side

we may feel the embrace of the common soul.
Nothing can be loved at speed.

God lead us to the slow path; to the joyous insights
of the pilgrim; another way of knowing: another way of being.

Amen.

https://www.leunig.com.au/prayers
Art by Michael Leunigs
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