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Preface

In August of 1982, I made my first retreat at White House. That opened my life to a deeper relationship with God, a growing awareness of my inner, or true, self, and the writing of spiritual poems, prayers, reflections and messages. I have taken these writings as gifts from God. These gifts have contributed to my growth and have deepened my sense of being loved by God. I have shared some of them with people who mean a lot to me, and they have encouraged me to share them with others. It is my hope that in sharing some of what I have written, a few others might be touched by the hand of God as I was.


I want to thank Fr. Len Murray, who was the first at White House to encourage me to get some of them published. I also want to thank Fr. Denis Daly, Fr. Dave Koester, and Fr. Phil Kraus for their encouragement. Fr. Michael Henning, my spiritual director, has also urged me to look into publication. Their support and appreciation for my writing motivated me to prepare this booklet. This may be the first step toward the publication of some or all of these pieces.









Joe Naumann
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Part One:

White House and Mississippi River Mornings
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The View from the Lookout at White House

The moving Mississippi dominates the scene and testifies to the ever-changing nature of our world.

The lapping sounds of the river on its bank mirrors the recurring efforts you make to reach me with your call to growth in you. 

The depth and width of the river symbolize the fullness of your love and the awesome power of your creativeness. 

The constant sound of insects lets me never forget that you are the giver and sustainer of life. 

The stillness of the air, leaving the tree tops unstirred, tells me that you are unchanging — a solid foundation of faithfulness for my life. 

The green canopy top of the forest, spread below me, reminds me that you are ready to cover my imperfections with your forgiveness in reconciliation. 

The varied cries of birds piercing the stillness in irregular patterns echo the needs in the world that call for response — Here I am Lord! 

The foggy, moisture-laden air obscures so much from view that, for all you have revealed of yourself, you still remain a mystery. 

The warmth of the unseen sun beginning to penetrate the coolness of this shrouded morning radiates an awareness of your presence. 

The other retreatants walking silently in prayer assure me that I am not alone in my individual journey. Each fellow traveler on his own journey powerfully affirms the process I am experiencing. 

The grandness of White House on the ridge above contrasts with the rusty, dented barges along the bank across the river confirming that life must be accepted with its many paradoxes. 

The newly planted trees and the dying ones in the landscaped lawn above and the young trees and dead trees of the forest below announce that life is finite — my life is finite! 

The buzzing of the fly that just annoyed me confronts me with the reality of distractions to be encountered on this journey. And now, the sound of a riverboat at work interrupts, taking my attention from the beautiful call of an unidentified bird. 

The overwhelming feeling, though, on this moist, gray morning is one of peace.

Lord, thank you for your Peace at White House.

Silence

In silence

         we sit gazing

                     across the Mississippi


                        as the rising sun


                                  heralds a new day.

The only sounds

       piercing the crisp

              morning air are

                    the slapping of


                     the rope against


                              the flagpole,

                                            the call of birds,


                            
                  and an occasional



                                                   dog barking




                                                  in the distance.

A closing door


    and footsteps announce



         another retreatant




             coming silently





                 to greet





                         
the new day.

What thoughts are being explored?

What prayers are being offered?

How many conversions are being effected?

How much are hearts being opened?

You alone, O Lord,


know the fruits



of this blessed silence.

           Retreat

    Words



entering the mind



piercing the heart



exposing a life

   Words



comforting



consoling



encouraging

   Reflection



self-knowledge



refined vision



renewed purpose

   Action



harmonious



God-centered



growth

                 Inner Journey

Walking along paths

              Napping in the sun

             
Sitting in still rooms

                      
Retreatants pray in many ways.

    
Interior journeys

                
Seeking what was


                            Lost and forgotten

    
           Confronting demons

    

                 That cloud vision

    
           Struggling to reveal

    

                 Their true selves

    
They claim

                  
            
Their birthright

     

                  Innocence.

           The Shining Path

Oh, my God     


    The hills are



         Shrouded in




             Swirling mists





                   Of uncertainty

You, my Savior,


    Hover above us:




              The radiant Son.

The rays of your


     Golden love



          Pierce the mists




               Above the river





                   Of life’s obstacles:

   A wide, shining path

Across the river

 Calling us

 To trust...

 To walk...

 In faith

  Across

The water

Into your arms

Of

LOVE!

Reflection on a Misty Morning at White House

Lord,     


I enjoyed you in this misty mystery morning. All creation below me was obscured by the mists rising from the Mississippi. The tops of trees across the river protruded through the mists:  a craggy silhouette floating in a cloud. As if from nowhere, the joyful voices of unseen bird choirs announced the increasing light of day — you coming shrouded in the mists of your mysterious presence.

     
The mists rolled up, danced up, the bluff to engulf White House. I breathed in deeply to draw you into myself, but your immensity was beyond my puny lung capacity. Then I had to exhale; you can’t be captured. I walked down the path to the lookout on the bluff while listening to the Troubadour of the Great King. I wanted to throw my self into the midst of you in the mysterious morning mists. I really wanted to dance down the path like David danced before the Ark of the Covenant, but my knee was injured, and I’m too inhibited anyway. I wanted to sing with John Michael Talbot, dance like David, I wanted to cry with joy, I wanted to leap off the bluff and fly, but I just kept hobbling along the path. You parted, and I could see around me. You had opened a circle of visual clarity, illumined with the light of your love.

    
I could only see some things distinctly:  tree tops and the path near me. I couldn’t see the river or the sun. There was mist to the right and left of me and in front and in back of me. The river was invisible, and White House was only partly visible above me. I could see the restraining rail of the lookout and the stone benches. I was immersed in you. I could not grasp you, but you could enfold me in your mystery.


Rabbits let me walk close to them and let me speak to them. They showed no fear and brought me such joy. Again I was moved to tears. I can’t express or fully understand the feelings what welled up in my heart, but I know that you understood them. Lord, the peace of being immersed in you was so blessed.

     
The only thing I could do was walk down the path — the path of discernment. When I looked back, what had been clear was no longer clear. As I moved forward, more became distinguishable in my circle of clarity. Is that what life is all about, Lord?  Is it accepting your enfolding and unfolding mystery, seeing your Way through discernment, and walking in trust to where it leads?  

     
We enjoy the clarity of the moment but are frustrated when we try to fit the pieces together to grasp the whole. We savor moments of clarity in life, and we walk joyfully through the mystery of life enfolded by the mists of your love. We can breathe you in and walk through and in you, but we never really grasp any more than that you love us and you sustain us and you enjoy us. We find joy in what you do reveal of yourself to our senses and our intellect. Our greatest joy comes from acknowledging and living in your loving presence.

     
When John Michael was singing “My God, My All,” the sun had risen enough to pierce the mists as a radiant orange orb. The sky was obscured by mist, and the river was still invisible, but the source of radiance was visible.


So, you expose to us bits of what is truly real as you enfold us in your mystery. It is comforting if we accept it and allow ourselves to move into it. Eventually you shine thorough enough so that we can’t escape realizing that you are the source of all enlightenment.

     
Thank you for this morning. You helped to make one aspect of reality clearer to me. Help me internalize much of this experience so I can see more clearly when I am away from the peace and quiet of White House. I know that there are some really rough times ahead for me, but I know you will be there. You won’t eliminate the pain, but you will enfold me and sustain me. If I let you, you’ll help me grow through what is yet to come. I will have to willingly enter those mysteries too. Help me, Lord.

Morning

Pastel blue sky

            Highlighted with

Puffs and strands

          Of gray


          Fringed in



          Glowing hues




         White, peach





         And pink

Something above . . .

           Beyond . . .

Illuminates them

Heralding the coming!

Trees sway in a stately dance

            Birds perform

A sprite like

              Morning ballet

Morning song

            Sung softly by insects

And birds

             To the beat of



The waving flag




Above

Anticipating the coming

Morning peace at White House Retreat

              The sun appears

              The morning is transformed

              Thank you, Lord

              For coming
                         Sunrise

The sun arrives

                  heralded by the



       trumpeting of




            a bullfrog!

Golden orb


    hanging in the sky



        radiating hope,




             life, and love.

Dispersing the wisps


   of morning mist



       that shroud




            the eastern plain

Obscured now,


   by morning clouds,



        the unseen radiant source




            continues to illumine





                         the new day.

The river flows on.

  Birds call to greet the new day.



The bullfrog continues its trumpeting




Plants, wavering in the breeze,





begin to stretch, to grow,



towards the radiant




source of life

  Abba,

              empower me

                          to grow toward






the radiant Son.

Mystery Morning — 1993


World wrapped in mystery



    Air . . . heavy with a light mist




         Reality . . . shrouded in gray





              Vision circumscribed


I sense you beside me,



    But even more fully,




         I sense you awaiting me


      

                     In the midst of the







          Mists of this morn.


Lord, I want to meet you


     
     In the uncertainty



                   Of this misty day.


Even knowing you are there,



Calling me . . .



      
      Loving me . . .





     
    Supporting me . . .,








I’m scared.


Lord, give me



Your strength and courage



 
     So I can move forward





          Into the mystery








In you . . .









With you . . .










For you . . .











Forever!

Reflection on Mystery Morning — 1993

Lord,


Each day you call me to the birthing of a new me as the new day is born. In accepting this, I participate in humanity’s greatest calling — the continual birthing of you!  All history is the story of humanity giving birth to you so that humanity can more fully know you — can know love!  You created us. You call us to do this. You empower us so that we can do it when we respond to your call.


Lord, I’m having trouble giving birth to a new me. I seem to be birthing the same me over and over with the same flaws and problems. I’m not doing my part in birthing you very effectively. I’m trying to do it all myself again, aren’t I, Lord?  I know the answer. The answer is surrender. That’s the only way, surrender!  I still remember the joy and peace I knew when I really surrendered everything to you about fifteen years ago. Lord, help me take that step again, and again.


On the cosmic scale of this birthing, I am such a small part, but, Lord, the desire of my heart is to be a constructive, positive part no matter how small. I know you love me in spite of all my flaws. I know you have been, and will continue to be, patient with my uneven progress. I know you desire a passionate union with me with an intensity beyond my comprehension.


Lord, help me let go of my fears. Help me vacate that throne in the center of my universe and lovingly surrender it to you: 



my King, 



my friend, 



my brother, 



my lover, 



my God, 



my ALL!
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Part Two: 

Inspirations from God’s Creation in Nature

Let Us Dance

I look at the world 

       And see the work of your hand, O Lord! 



How glorious are your creatures




How majestic are your mountains





How verdant are your valleys






Land and sea team with life!

They dance to the cosmic rhythm

         Of your expressed love.

      They faithfully follow the laws




     You set in motion. 

All of nature blesses us

         Unconsciously and without choice.

      We live and grow



       
   In the blessings we receive.

Humans, too, may bless

           We may bless each other

  

We may bless the rest of creation


                We may honor God






By reverencing His creation







Which blesses us.

God gave us freedom and consciousness

As gifts of His love.




We alone of earthly creatures





May choose . . .



    We are not bound.

Our creator invites us 

            To dance the cosmic dance 

To flow with the rhythm



That is holy and eternal.

O Lord, I want to dance your dance

              I want to flow with the eternal rhythm.

Lord, teach me your dance

            Show me the steps.

We must dance the dance

            Of the Kingdom 

                         To perfect the plan

                                     Of our God

  Let us dance!

Life Cycle in “The Word”

SEED
Pregnant potential presented 

Promise containing  

All that can be

Lord,     


In the beginning . . . and now


You were . . . and are


The Seed:




Pregnant potential




Of all creation.

DABHAR

God — “The Word”


  Creative energy . . .



Actualizing potential




Beginning,





Sustaining,






Growing







The Cosmos: 






Dynamic






Divinized






Creation

Through Him

With Her

In Him

ROOT

As a plant reaches into soil 

To receive life elements 

And draw them to 

Stem, leaf, and flower,

God,     


The root of creation


Reaches deeply into all


And draws up to us


. . . our food . . .


All we need do


Is accept

STEM

As the river carries silt 

From mountains 

Enriching and building 

The delta,

Lord,     


Channel of life



To us . . .




Through us . . .





Between us . . .



You enable the growth 



And spread of life

LEAF

Transformer of elements:



Food . . .



Through the power



Of the sun.

You,


Transform elements . . .


Bread and wine:





Spirit food





Through the power





Of the Son!

FLOWER

Color, fragrance, form 

Enriching our lives, 

Inviting us . . . 

To step out of time. 

Its purpose 

To lure insects 

To cooperate with 

The next creative step.

Lord,


All creation —


The dynamic cosmos


Invites us to pause,


To step out of time


To dwell with you.


That we may cooperate


In Your creative energy


— Co-Creators in your plan.

FRUIT

Containing the distilled sweetness 

Of the creative process, 

Fruit contains the essence 

Of new life —

The seed.

Jesus,


The first fruits


Of God’s creation, 


Brings us the sweetness


Of Dabhar — “The Word”


 Jesus holds the essence


Of new life . . .

SEED

Continuing the cycle of life, 

The seed of new birth in Jesus 

Invites us to enter the mystery  

Of Dabhar — “The Word” 

To take root in Christ 

To cooperate with the Creative Energy 

To grow . . . bloom . . . bear fruit


In the Mystery of



“The Word”






DABHAR
The Dawn of Truth

Joy emerges     


As the Son brings forth the day. 

Creation stirs


Infused with the warmth of Love. 

Flowers turn


Drinking the light of life. 

Trees bend,

            Stretch,


     Grow . . .


Proclaiming the truth revealed.


In the actions of humanity


Conceived by minds . . .


Nurtured by prayer . . .


Shaped by hands . . .


The divinity in us


Is seen in the fruits


Of our co-creativity

All creation dances

           The cosmic dance

                   To celebrate 

                            Its unity in diversity

                                    Its purpose in hope

                                              Its source in Love.

Birthing Cycle

Life blooms



In riotous profusion

Of colors . . .





Sounds . . .





Shapes . . .





Opportunities . . .

The purpose being . . . 



Fruition

Transformation emerging from potentials . . .\

                        Potentials meeting


Pollen reaching . . .



Meeting . . .



Penetrating . . .


Producing new life.

So, lives touching in openness

Emerge subtly different —

New lives — 

Blossoming with joy 

Emerging to celebrate 

A new cycle 

In the cosmic birthing  

Of becoming

Butterfly

Flitting butterfly,

Lite upon the blossom of my being.

Transformed wonder,



Touch me that I may be new.

Rainbow messenger,


Reveal to me the colorful shades of life.

Fragile mystery,


Gently guide me to the Mystery of Love.

We Bloom

Roots probe the Word


            Draw from the Eucharist



                Bathe in reconciliation

Thorns guard the spring of life 


            Rising in long, tender stems

Reaching higher, becoming richer

Buds enfolded by sheaths of love

Swell with the energizing source of life



             In the radiance of the Son

We, like vibrant roses


           Sing to the world



               The fragrant,




                   Colorful songs




                          Of our transformed lives.

In and Out

In rocky soil rooted,     

The spruce grows



             Drooping blue-green branches




             A lopsided, half-tree





                 The sun-side . . . vitalized.

How like and unlike the tree am I     


          A living optical illusion



                A PARADOX

How strange for me, Lord,


    To find life in your light,



         I must plunge within




           Into uncharted darkness and terror. 

I cannot grow in the light


     Until I find my inner root



          You, in my darkness.

Lord, help me live this paradox


         Draw me more deeply inward



              Trusting in your strength




                 As we dispel





                   More of my inner terrors.

Then I will grow


         Outward



              In the Light.

Green Cathedral

God,


I visited your new




       Green cathedral today!

I was the only


 Human there




       This morning!

I came listening

  To The Troubadour of the Great King




        On my tape player.

The orchestra sounded


So magnificent




And the words of the songs . . .





Oh, the words






Floated among the







Bark-covered columns








Enhanced by the









Choir of insects










And birds.

It was like


Being immersed in you . . .



In an infinite, green universe

I sang along 


With the tape



And felt so liberated

Is that how Adam first felt


In the garden?

David danced before


The Ark of the Covenant.

I felt like dancing while I was singing, 


But I was afraid of tripping on the path.

I wish I weren’t so inhibited.

  I want to sing about you



And dance about you




And jump in the air





And shout and turn cartwheels






And bounce on trampolines







To celebrate your beauty








And goodness!

Help me, Lord,


Help me drop my inhibitions



As you direct me

You would love to see us all


Have a barrel of fun as we



Celebrate and communicate




Our joy about knowing you,





Wouldn’t you?

Four years later, after losing much weight and having medical attention for my feet, I was able to return to the nature trail at White House.

Green Cathedral Revisited

Light of heart


And light of body,



I returned to




Your green cathedral, Lord, 





To thank you






And to praise you







For my renewed body.

It was as I remembered it—

Huge, soaring columns



Of oak and hickory




Hung with banners of green





Illumined by golden shafts






Of your love







And adorned with








Brightly colored butterflies








    Flying around like 









  Stained-glass mobiles.

As before, I listened to


The Troubadour of the Great King


Accompanied by a choir




Of insects and birds.

I dared to let go a little


     This time,



         Lord.




          I sang along.





                Though I can’t compete






With John Michael Talbot,






          My singing lifted






                 My heart and spirit.




If you smiled,





That’s okay.




I’m sure it was





A smile of love.

I danced a little this year.


Yes, right along the path,



I danced a shuffling dance.




Oh, I danced with the music, and 





It felt so good






To move without







Pain or self-consciousness.

I really danced


      And sang as



            Butterflies 



Flew around 




My head, and 





I frightened




A poor squirrel who



Never expected to come


Upon such a sight

As that.

Your cathedral was awesome.


All around me,



I saw the




Cycle of life —





The dance of creation






That ends






        Where it begins.

There was green moss


Growing on discarded, 



Decomposing branches and




Trunks of dead trees





Lying on the ground






With their bark







Crumbling into humus








For life-giving soil.




Cosmic recycling—




Death turning 




Into life and




Life proceeding




Toward death

I sang a song of praise


With all creation today



And danced a dance of joy




With butterflies,





And




I was fed with 



Renewing hope


As the cosmic web of life

Was revealed all around me.

Lord, thank you


For your abundant goodness


For your green cathedral


For dancing with butterflies


For singing with all creation

       For my renewed hope.

Cloud

 O wandering cloud,


What wonders have you seen



Since God loved you into being




On this summer morning?

 You look like


An expanding tuft



Of cotton candy




Being moved by the Wind.

 Have you floated south


Along the majestic Mississippi



And seen its limestone bluffs?

 Did you see


Fields and forests



Orchards and towns?

 Were mighty eagles


Riding upon the



Wind currents




Below you?

 I wish


I could



Ride along




With you!

Flood — 1993




The powerful, mighty river





Masquerades as a






Giant, turbulent lake.




Heavy, dark clouds





Press upon






Thick humid air.




All is immersed





In a gray






Water world.




People focus on





Destructive months of






Water falling . . .





               Flowing . . .








   Breaching . . .




But, listen to the river





Tell of its course






Through time.




How its overflowing 





Has created






The flood plain below.




How it has laid down





Tons of life-giving silt






Across the plain.




How this act 



              
Of seemingly boundless “destruction”






Is really construction —







RENEWAL!




In its life span,





This is but a turbulent moment






Of regeneration.

The excesses of destruction





Came from the willfulness of humanity






Not of the river or of the will







Which empowers the river.




Learn from time.





Learn from the river.






“Go with the flow”







Of the water which gives life.

Reflection on Flood — 93

Lord,


I’ve tried to lay out my life according to my plans — expressions of my “wisdom.”  I’ve erected levies against the renewing flow of your regenerating powers. The process was gradual, but over time the levies got higher and higher. Lord, I love you, but I seem to love you best when you flow smoothly within the bounds of the levies of my life.


Lord, I think its time for the levies to be breached. I need the power of your life-giving water to scour the accumulations of sins of omission and commission. I need to be renewed by fresh deposits of your grace. As the river renews the flood plain with layers of silt, I need new layers of grace on my barren, protected flood plains.


Even more than the river, your power cannot be stayed. Lord, help me be open to your holy flood of renewing grace this weekend. And, Lord, help me keep the flood plains of my life open to you. Help me, too, to refrain from rebuilding the levies!
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Part Three:

Reflections on Humanity and the Process of Becoming Fully Human

Darkness to Light

Lost . . .


Need . . .



Fright . . .

Whirling . . .


Twisting . . .





Turning . . .

A call


To love



Pierces night!



     Joy fills my heart




My soul takes wing



     I soar with Christ




In free flight



      The wind lifts me




As I turn in the sky 



      Spirit, take me higher!




. . . and higher!

Lord, I am yours


My heart beats for you



You are the source




Of my joy . . .




Of my strength . . .




Of my love . . .

                      I reach for the embrace

                      
Of the Son



And am consumed




In the power





Of His love!

Armless People

Wandering through     


The fog of uncertainty



Desperate




Aching people

Craving . . 


A warm touch,



The power




Of a loving embrace,





The invitation






Of a beckoning hand

Armless bodies


Avoiding one another 



Fending off rejection!




Yet dying 





To reach . . .





To touch . . .





To embrace . . .

Lord,


Disperse the fog!



Help us see




That we have arms


Give us the courage



To reach . . .



To touch . . .



To embrace . . .




A brother, a sister





As we embrace you

                                       In them.

Seeing

In the night of my life,


I ask:



Who am I?



Why am I?



Where am I going?

 In the mists of dawn,


Consciousness stirs:



I am an animal



Struggling to survive



Fleeing from pain!

 In the light of the Son,


I know:



I am a child of God



Living in His love



Returning to eternity.

                        Poverty

     The struggle for fullness

                  Finds emptiness and pain.

     The acceptance of emptiness

                  Brings fullness and joy! 

     The gently broken heart

                  Responds to poverty perceived.

                  Ball Games

A ball 

In games


Around and around it goes


Where it stops, no one knows . . .


I get dizzy playing roulette.


Bop . . . bop . . . bop . . .


When will it stop?


I get confused in ping-pong.


Curve and dip


Feel the bat’s tip . . .


I get bruised in baseball.

Lord, is life supposed to be a game


Or a succession of games?

Why do I feel like the ball in these games . . .




a pawn . . .




a victim . . .




a loser . . .

Lord, if there must be more games to play,

          Could we have an intermission today?

Learning to Walk

God calls us to perfection

Knowing we will fail.



He wants a try —




A shaky, first step!

As with parents, there is joy

                                         In baby’s first, tentative steps, 





    And with the many falls thereafter,



They comfort . . .



They encourage . . .



They call . . .


    And overcoming the falls,


    Baby learns to walk —



Firmly . . .



Confidently . . .



Joyfully . . .

Is life

      Just learning

             To walk to God?

In our final moment

            When we choose His love


Then, for the first time,



Will we really walk



          And

              

     All Heaven

                                                      REJOICE?

A Prayer Answered

God, we prayed, and

           You answered with a gift!

. . . furry kittens

      



           Have you seen



           How they’ve grown?

Curious, trouble-making kittens

      Eddie knows where the catnip is

      Tiger Lily loves plastic bags

      Sunshine plays with an apple core

When they are caught making messes,

            They can act so cute.

 When I try to scold,


Eddie jumps into my arms



Knowing they will hold,


          . . never drop him.


Tiger Lily embraces



Purring with tiny paws 



Around my neck.


Sunshine jumps upon my bed,



Presenting her round belly



To be petted.

They really know no fear, 

           . . . strangers to pain

Or threat.


Lord, should we be bold



And confident in your love




Like kittens?


Do you chuckle



At our silly antics




Too?

Marriage Blessing



Drawn together



By attractions



Vaguely understood,



They wed . . .

Accepting their gifts, 

Like daisies receiving life from soil and sun, 

He finds God in her as she finds God in him.

In thankfulness and joy, 

Morning glories opening to blaze before the sun —

She lays her life before him as he lays his life before her.

Vulnerably, 

Like kittens presenting soft, furry bellies for petting, 

He shares his inner self as she shares her inner self.




In trust,




They expose




Joys and dreams




Fears and failures




Weaknesses . . .

With caring, 

Like an eagle soars with her young upon her wings, 

She nurtures him as he nurtures her.

Growing, 

Vines producing grapes bursting with sweetness —

He serves God through her as she serves God through him.

As open lives fuse,

Like raindrops meeting

On a window pane,

He is she

and

She is he

and

They are one

in

You

O Loving Mystery.

Serve

Such a simple word . . .







Serve!

Do for others . . .







Do what?

Do what they want,


          Not what I want for them?

Can I control,


          If I truly serve?

Must I be open . . .


         Vulnerable to others?

I want to serve, Lord


          I truly do!



                 The flesh — Oh the flesh . . .




                       Is so very weak.

Jesus, you served


         You were open . . . vulnerable



              I believe in you, Jesus



          
         Help me with my weakness.

Letting Go

 O Lord, I do trust you


But so hard is it to let go.

 Though again and again you show me


Your presence in that deep inner glow.

 You heal me and show me


You are in joys, dangers and woes.

 Why do I resist the call


Of your glorious Love that ever grows?

 I cling to a sick, dead illusion.


Why am I stubborn, not seeing

 I am clutching not the promised land


But an illness to destruction leading?

 Yet, Lord, I know you love me


That you have waited patiently

 For me to see your love


Which is always waiting, unconditionally.

 Lord, I am lifting my arms in praise


Willing to let go of my sins.

 O, Lord, I accept your offer


I come with empty, open hands.

 Take my hands, dear Jesus,


In your holy plan,

 Help me to grow


And become a man.

Self-Actualization Divine

Descending within myself

     through the terrifying darkness

           of uncharted uncertainty,

I cry out:

           “Who am I?”

           “Why am I?”

           “Where am I going?”

Letting go:

           of preconceived mind sets . . .

           of the expectations of others . . .

           of the repressions of my true self . . .

The answers emerge

     from the depths of my being . . .

          as I celebrate the realization

 

     of my true self ...  the essence of humanity.

                   I am love growing from a “seed” divine 

                          birthing the seedling

                                 which replicates love

                                        the seed-parent.

                       I exist to express divine love . . .

                             I am blessed

                                   and called to bless

                                         as I am blessed

   I am growing in and to that which is divine 

            to weave a tapestry of love

                   expressing the oneness

                              of creation in Divinity.

The Least

Bruised and battered

     Torn and tortured

          Frightened and ferocious

     




                          


Miracles of Love…


                               
unnurtured


                               
unaffirmed





unwanted





unloved

Lord,

         Why are they not seen as you intend?

         Am I often blind to them too?

Lord,

         Help me see what you want me to see.

         Teach me your compassion in






nurturing






affirming 






wanting






loving

For what I do to the least,

        I do to You!

Masterpiece Lives

The love of God transforms lives

Bringing into being qualities




That were but potentialities





Before . . .

Receptivity of the Spirit



Is the key to transformation




In following the will





Of God . . .

As heat softens glass


That the glassblower 




May actualize a potentiality





From a formless mass

So lives must be softened


By pain, joy, beauty, spiritual hunger . . .




(Which one? . . . God alone knows!)





To actualize their potentialities.

When the needed medium


Softens each, unique life,




God, the cosmic glassblower,





Actualizes the life’s potential.

Like beautifully, intricately different snowflakes



Blanket the bare earth,




Unique, masterpiece lives





Grace and transform the world.

Coronation Time

It’s time to abdicate.

             The self-serving “I”


                        Must get off its throne,

Turn in the tarnished crown,

             Take off the tattered robes,

                          Turn over the dented scepter,

Leave the dais

           With head . . .

                      Raised high . . .


                    BECAUSE

The “I” is dead!

             Long live the Sovereign!

It’s coronation time.

           Come, true Sovereign,


                     My Creator.

                                You are the only Messiah.

                                       Claim your throne

                                                                        In my heart.

Discernment

 The parameters of existence


Reach beyond the walls



Of self-limitation





Illusion . . .

                             

Delusion . . .

                             

Confusion . . .

 How do I perceive 


What is fruitful


And freeing?

 The walls must be breached


Self-realization must proceed



Vulnerability must be accepted




Let go!

Less Living in a “Lite” World

Signs of our times:

          Lite beer

                     Lite milk


        Lite bread



         Lite cheese





Lite life . . .

“Life in the fast lane . . .”

Life without substance, or meaning- 

        Forms seeking substance from a vacuum . . .

Bigger salaries


Bigger houses


Bigger debts



Bigger worries




A downward spiral




In a vast void.

The lesson


We must learn



And live



Is a paradox . . .


     
“We can only increase


            If we decrease!”

Full-bodies,

          Full-flavored life,

                       Feeds on the substance



And challenge




Of letting go!




LET US BEGIN!

Wedding Dance

Creation joyfully shouts about God

  While deep within

              A quiet voice whispers

  
                         Its love message.

Though sight fails, 

The heart strains

             To hear the voice


                       Of my persistent suitor.

“Appreciate my gifts

Let go in trust 

           Plunge within

                   Into the arms


                            Of your Cosmic Lover.”

Responding, I say

“Lover, whisper the secrets

              Of life eternal

                       Emblazoned, though they are,

       
                    On the billboard of your creation.

Lead me to explore

The eternal cycle of creation



Help me penetrate


                 Your cloud of mystery.

My Lord,

My Lover,



Embrace me 




With your fullness.

Here is my hand.

 Teach me the steps


           Of our cosmic wedding dance!”

No Retreat!

Turning,

            Looking Back . . . wondering about




Closed doors




Choices made




No retreat!

On the downhill side of life

Puffing,

           As if climbing uphill




Increasing load




Not lessening




No retreat!

Carrying grown children . . .

Carrying aged parents . . .

Carrying the unfortunate . . .

Carrying others to my grave!

Lord,

         Is this but a glimpse

         Of the cross you carried?

On Being A Host

Beyond the window


the stately pine hosts



  pine cones — 




   fruits of its creative potential



  and parasitic bagworms —




 dormant on this winter morning



 But eggs have been laid —




potent, biological time bombs




      
awaiting the trigger





    
of Spring warmth





          
to quietly detonate





                
their almost unseen






               
cycle of destruction

As the pine is,


    So am I — a host



        to creative talents —




             exciting potentials



        to “bagworms” of the soul —




            some actively feeding,





                 diminishing my potentials,




            others, as eggs,





                 await their triggers.

Lord,

         help my self-perception grow

                  So I may identify these “bagworms,”



              lovingly detach them




               and set them aside





                  so that at the harvest





                           I will have borne






                              much fruit






                                       through you.

Transformation

The world cools

             Movement slows

                          I grow tired . . .

                          Activity lacking enthusiasm

Driven to find

         A resting place

                    To weave walls that separate

                               The confusion outside




      From the confusion inside

Darkness falls

     On hardened walls

              That insulate a tomb 

                   Where movement stops . . .

                          Thoughts go on hold 


In stillness . . .

                                    CHRYSALIS

                             Warmth increasing

                             Walls thinning

                              Light invading

                              Thoughts stirring


Struggling . . .


Expanding . . .


Separating . . .


Experiencing . . .

Blinding confusion . . .

      Strange sensations . . .

           Reality . . . seen through new eyes,

         Felt through new movements

              Freedom . . .


                               Discovery . . .

A new order . . 

      A new creation . . .

             A new me . . . 


                    BUTTERFLY!

                Teach Me, Lord

Upon the cool breeze


Come melodies of



Crickets and birds




Enriching the lives





Of those who stop






To listen and 






     To see the birds 









      Dancing in the air









While the chorus sings







         From the trees.

Lord, 


Teach me



To sing your song




To dance your dance





To enrich the lives





           Of those who will stop







To see . . .







To hear . . .







To grow . . .

Masks

What you see


Ain’t what you get!

The face before you


Is composed of



Carefully crafted masks




Designed to





Gain approval





Disguise purposes





Disarm others





And fool me






Into believing







That I am







Who you think



    You see.

New Heart

Create in me a new heart, O Lord,


Cleansed



Of the corruption




Of my selfish desires.

Create in me new eyes, O Lord,


That I may see



Holiness in all creatures




That I may pierce





The facades






And find You.

Create in me new hands, O Lord,


That I may touch



All You created




With reverence





And realize






That all I touch







Connects me







       To You.

Create in me a new heart, O Lord,

       One that has been gently wounded


        By the touch of your hand,


                One that is open to 




         Pain . . .




               Joy . . . and
                                            Love . . .

Horror Holding Hope

Needle . . . negating


      Life . . . leaving



         Curtain . . . closing




             Dark . . . descending





               Silence . . . smothering






                    Cold . . . creeping

Christ calling:




I have loved you




Life I gave for you




Life I have for you




Accept my invitation

Criminal crying:




Turning, twisting




Fearing, feeling 




Yielding . . . “Yes!”

Curtain collapses


Grip goes



Satan slips

Dark dwindles


Light lifes



Creation celebrates


            SALVATION! 

Wife!
 Measuring the meaning of living . . .




Why do I do as I do? 



 I fail so often and repeat it . . .



When will life really ring true?

 In spite of my multiple failings,



I keep coming back to Your Love 

 Encouraged by the gift of salvation




Sent in the Spirit of the dove.

 It is hard to let go of the grip



That I have on my unworthy life.

 I thank you, Lord God, in heaven



For the love of a helping wife.

Traveler

You may never know

        how you have touched me

                 how your kindness, caring, love


  pierced the stone walls


           of my self-made tomb.

Through you,

           the Light came in


and I could see



a world beyond me.

You were unaware

           of what had happened


as you moved on,



touching others.

By the time I was aware

          
of what had happened,


 you were gone,



  and I could never thank you.

So, I will

           
embrace the Light . . .



leave the tomb . . . 




and live!

Then I may liberate

            an entombed brother or sister,


passing on the Love of God



that you gave to me.

Church?

Lord,


Why is it



so many people 




in church look





like someone died?

Aren’t churches


supposed to be places



of celebration?



They do call it



celebrating mass,



don’t they?



Aren’t we supposed



to be celebrating



a resurrection?



Isn’t the bottom line



new life?



Don’t they read



the “Good News” there?

So, why


the silence



and solemn face?

You would


rather have



talking and smiling




and laughing about





the “Good News” . . .





Wouldn’t you?

Part Four:

On Love And Our God Who Is Love[image: image8.png]




  Jesus Bridge

Hurt . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Heal

Pain . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Joy

Suffering . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Consolation

Injustice . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Compassion

Denial . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Affirmation

Hate . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Love

Stranger . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . Neighbor



  O, Jesus,



  Living Mystery,



  Help me live



  In you —



  The Paradox



  That bridges



  Dichotomy!

You Are . . .

O, Lord, my God 

How glorious are you!


Softer than the down



of a baby duck.


Brighter than the light



of the noonday sun.


Stronger than the rock


      of the grandest mountain.


Sweeter than the water


     of the purest spring.

 
More tender than a mother


     nursing her babe.

                   More compassionate than a parent

                       comforting a heart-broken child. 

                  More diligent than a worker bee

                        maintaining the hive.

                  More aware than the eagle

                       soaring on the wind.

                 All this and more . . . 

                 Lord, you are greater 

                 Than all creation can imagine.

                 You are my Lord

                             my brother

     my friend


      my life!

Load Lightener

When I’m low,

           You lift me up!

When I see what I’m not doing,

            You show me what I have done.

Lord, my friend indeed,

            You lighten my load.

Moved by the Wind

As a fog


rolls in

  

from the river

Love came . . .


surrounding me


permeating me

And I became


as the fog . . .



moved by the Wind.

Eucharistic Vulnerability

    In the supreme act of love, God died for us to show us how to love. In instituting the Eucharist, God made himself vulnerable before human beings. We can reject him — even commit brutal acts of defilement to the sign of his love  . . .

   God’s Eucharistic vulnerability is his infinite humility before his creations. This is our model — offering ourselves lovingly and vulnerably to one another.

Jesus, My Lover

Oh, my lover, I have dreamed of you



when I was alone and confused.

I have longed for your closeness,


for your embrace




to comfort me




to sustain me

I have felt a movement 


in my inner being




calling me




urging me





to open myself fully





to your love.

Within me is a seed . . .


. . . you . . .



    waiting to send forth




    tendril roots, stems, leaves . . 

                                    The flower will be our love

  wondrous to behold,


sweet-smelling and






overflowing with nectar —






a bloom that will never fade,






ever die!

Oh, my Jesus, my dearest,


   grow in me . . .



 penetrate my entire being




fill me with the ecstasy of your presence




       sing to me,


             

      dance with me,





            carry me off . . .



                                I am yours!
Reflection on Psalm 8

O Lord, our Lord


How glorious is your name over all the earth!


You fashioned a universe of stars beyond number. You grouped the stars into galaxies and sent them hurtling through the void in an expanding, cosmic dance. I know not what wonders you have created among these many galaxies and billions of stars. What you fashioned around Sol and on Gaia is astounding.


You set in motion a delicate microcosmic and macrocosmic dance — the divinely inspired natural law. You set the earth spinning beneath our feet as it circles Sol in a spiral dance.


Gaia has been shaped by the motion of the water cycle. Land has been worn down and land has been built up in an eternal rhythm, and in the process the seas have accumulated the elements necessary for life — a miracle beyond my comprehension.


Among the multitude of life forms, you shaped humanity and gifted us with divine sparks — free will and creative powers. You called us to be co-creators of Gaia, for your creative expression is not as yet complete.


When we went astray, you redeemed us through the pain, suffering, and blood of your Son. Lord, you have loved us so much you died for us so that we might learn the key to living.

O Lord, our Lord 


How glorious is your name over all the earth!

Ordinary Lives


Ordinary lives



Infused with Love




Unfold like roses




       In the Son





    Birthing justice






  In the world,






         Mirroring






       




Eternal








        Love.
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Give Thanks, His Love is Everlasting

Give thanks to the Lord, His love is everlasting.


I walked in ways that displeased him


And made myself the center


Of my universe,


Yet He did not turn away from me.

Give thanks to the Lord, His love is everlasting. 


Obstinate of heart was I,


Inclined to take


My own counsel of folly,

      
Yet He sent His Spirit to work within me.

Give thanks to the Lord, His love is everlasting. 


Blessings had I in abundance,     


And knowing they were from the Lord,     


I continued to indulge my whims and desires,     


Yet never did he withdraw his blessings from me.

Give thanks to the Lord, His love is everlasting. 

Through His patience, Love, and goodness,     


I have come to see that life is only lived and blessed     


When it is lived through Him, with Him, and in Him. 


There is no real wealth, joy, or meaning outside Him.

Give thanks to the Lord, all you who live, His love is everlasting. 


Pray for those who, as yet,     


Have not seen His goodness     


As they heed their own counsel. 

Though they refuse to see the Light,     


He will not abandon them. 

Ever hopeful is he on their behalf. 

His patience, Love, and goodness endure forever.

Give thanks to the Lord, all you who live, His love is everlasting. 


Amen!     


Hallelujah!

Grey Beginning

Bending low


with clouds



heavily laden




you embrace





the earth






with a moist







life-giving








kiss.

The soil


and plants



draw up




sustaining





love






poured out







upon them.

Lord, 


I feel



parched and




in need





of your






life-giving










embrace.

Lord,


 help me



 be open




 to receive

   your gift







             of love.

Part Five:
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Messages

The people who walked in darkness have seen a great light. Is. 9:1a
I Am Your Light


I am the light of the world who comes that you might see my goodness and love for you in its fullness. But, you do not see clearly:  your vision is unfocused. 


See, I give you the keys to clear, focused vision:  discernment and obedience. These are not easy keys to use, but my grace is sufficient for you. Pray for the grace to grow in discernment and obedience, and be open to what I give you. Then your spiritual life will blossom like a well-watered and fed rose garden. 


Remember that roses have thorns, so use these keys carefully. Only prayerful dedication and openness to my graces will help you avoid the thorns. And, if you slip and are pierced, remember that I am the greatest healer — the true source of all healing. I will dress your wound if you bring it to me, and you will be healed. 


To blossom well, you must get rid of the weeds in the garden. They drain nutrients from the roses and stunt their growth. This takes work, and the key of discernment is the tool for distinguishing between the weeds and the roses. Obedience is the tool for rooting out the weeds and for cultivating the roses. 


You ask, “Where do I find your will?” 

You will find it in my commands!     


You ask, “Where do I find your commands?” 

You will find them in scripture, in the legitimate teachings of the church, in relationships with others, and in the recesses of your heart. But, before you obey, use the key of discernment to determine whether you hear my commands or your own desires in these sources. This is the process of weeding out what is not from me. Pray for my grace as you use this key. 


When you discern the truth clearly, then be obedient — cultivate the roses. In this, you will be living my will, and you will blossom with the fruit of the Holy Spirit. You will be in your proper place in my body, maximizing its effectiveness and growth. 


You know my body is broken and wounded by divisions among my followers. You have been chosen to function in the healing part of my body. I have called you to be one of my healers whose role is to bind the parts together again with healing bands of love. 


Remember, for any of this to be as I will it, you must obey. This may be the hardest lesson of your life, but I will never abandon you.

You Are Precious to Me

I Am the Light of the world. 

Walk in me and you shall not fall. 

Allow me in you, and you will grow . . . 


new thoughts     


new life     


new being . . . 

I am the Light that transforms the world —-     


I in you, and you in me —-      


the key to who you really are. 

Walk in my Light and see as you have never seen before. 

Every molecule of creation you see is immersed in me and filled with me. 

See me everywhere! 

You cannot escape me if you will but see the illumination my light brings. 

See the world transformed in your eyes! 

Live with my Light within you —- use it! 

Do not be satisfied with what you see outside yourself. 

The greatest mystery of all is found within, where my Light can illuminate a fundamental fact of creation. Look there, inside yourself! 

Contemplate this! 

Every atomic particle and subatomic particle in creation is immersed in me and filled with me. It is there because I Am. 

How many atomic particles are there in you? 

Multiply this mystery of one atomic particle by billions, and that still does not measure the Mystery of You. 

Your measure is far greater than the sum of your parts. 

I fashioned you with great care and gave you the great gift of freedom. 

All other creatures must live my will except you —- you may refuse. 

I created you in my image and likeness — not your body, but your essence. 

You can know, you can love, you can choose to a degree which none of my other earthly creatures can. 

With these gifts, you can create . . . 

If you choose, you may create with me, in me, and through me . . . 


That is the invitation I offer! 

I know it isn’t easy for you. 

I know that the Truth is almost too good to believe . . . 

If you will but see in the Light that I bring to you, you will believe and know that we are bound together for eternity. 

I showed you my love. 

I showed you your destiny when I lived as you —- laughing, working, growing, suffering . . .

There is nothing that I do not know as you know it in your humanity for I chose to be human too!

Trust me, take my hand and embark on the pilgrimage to your divinity, knowing that I love you.

MESSAGE 1992


I have created you and am creating you. You are precious to me, as is all that I have created. You know that everything I created is good, and that mystifies you. Should that surprise you?  You know I am a mystery which is beyond comprehension.


You wonder, “Why is there evil in the world?” — “Why do I do things that I am ashamed of?” — “Why do I turn away from God when I know I cannot stand without him?” — “Why do I try to manipulate God who, I know, cannot be manipulated?”


You may never be able to comprehend the complexity of the answers — complexities containing paradoxes and seeming contradictions. Be satisfied with what you understand, strive to increase your understanding, and trust in me for the rest.


You have begun a relationship with me in which you have run hot and cold, but to which I am committed. Would I ever consider turning away from you after Calvary?  You know I am true to you. I am also available to help you run more hot and less cold in our relationship. Above all, cling fast to your faith in my saving grace. Cling fast to the knowledge that I love you more intimately and deeply than you love Mary Jane or she loves you. You can learn much about my love by examining her love for you. Cling fast to the knowledge that when you recognize your sin and acknowledge it before me and become open to growth, I have put that sin behind us and know it no more!  Remember what makes you fall and learn from it, but let go of the guilt feelings. If I am willing to let go of it, so should you.


Be constant in your efforts to be open in prayer. Acknowledge all your feelings and share them with me. Even if you have hard feelings about me, I can take it. I love you not because of anything you do or don’t do — I love you in spite of what you do and don’t do. You can’t earn my love or forgiveness — they are freely given.


You humbled yourself when you totally admitted to me that you need me and want me and that only in and through me can you truly live. You gave yourself to me without reservations — no preconditions — not bargains — willing to accept anything and everything you truly deserve!  In that moment, I touched you — you remember — I know you do. You knew you had found the key that unlocks the mystery of eternal life. You are mine, and I will not let you go — even when you backslide. Until you tell me you do not want me, I will remain faithful to that covenant. Know too, that even if you do, I will not honor it unless I know to the depths of your being, you really mean it. I am a faithful lover, and I love you unconditionally.


Continue your journey of self-knowing. This will be a good basis on which to develop our relationship. Remember my unconditional love for you when you feel a lack of love in your life. Your sadness about having no close male friends is understandable. I am your friend — though you know I am beyond male or female, I do understand your heart and your longing. When I walked on the earth, I walked as a male. 



Remember you can’t earn love from me or from others, so you cannot expect them to earn yours. Learn to give love freely, without strings. If you feel hurt at times, come to me for the healing waters I offer you. I am a fountain of life-giving water that never runs dry. Come and drink deeply, my friend.
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Preface

In August of 1982, I made my first retreat at White House. That opened my life to a deeper relationship with God, a growing awareness of my inner, or true, self, and the writing of spiritual poems, prayers, reflections and messages. I have taken these writings as gifts from God. These gifts have contributed to my growth and have deepened my sense of being loved by God. I have shared some of them with people who mean a lot to me, and they have encouraged me to share them with others. It is my hope that in sharing some of what I have written, a few others might be touched by the hand of God as I was. In August of 1994, I compiled some of those poems into a book. This is my second effort at compiling other poems from the early years as well as some written after August of 1994.


I want to thank Fr. Len Murray, who was the first at White House to encourage me to get some of them published and to those who reacted positively to the first volume of my writings. I also want to thank Fr. Denis Daly, Fr. Dave Koester, and Fr. Phil Kraus for their encouragement. Fr. Michael Henning, my spiritual director, has also urged me to look into publication. Their support and appreciation for my writing motivated me to prepare the first booklet and now this second booklet. These may be the first steps toward the professional publication of some or all of these pieces.









Joe Naumann









August 15, 1996

Part One:

White House and Mississippi River Mornings
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Jesuit

Cycling through life

          Christ at his side

                    Bruised but not crushed


                                Bent but not broken

Our brother, friend, guide

            God’s willing instrument

                      Accepting the paradox of surrender

                                 Savoring and refining experiences

We sit at his feet

             Drinking the distilled sweetness

                          Of his faithful journey

                                      Aware of abundant blessings



                                                  Received through him

We praise God

           From whom all blessings flow

                       Calling down His blessing

                                  Upon His humble servant





     Father Len Murray.

Morning at White House

Ever flowing

         from its source


             to its source . . .

                                       

Morning mists rise




                        above the Mississippi 




              seeking the sun



        glowing mists


  carrying luminous color

In the river,

 drops of water

   are transformed



      beneath the sun


                       becoming one . . . with others



                         a golden highway





                   reaching across the water






                    to me.

The brilliance of the sun 

Changes the landscape of green and blue

to black and dark, shadowy tree-forms

and shimmering water of gold and silver. 

Sounds of life come forth. 

a renewed, radiant world wakes

to the warmth of love.

My life, too, flows on     

from source to source.

I am renewed     


by the radiant Son

                          and grow in the warmth





of His love. 

                                        

Creator-Savior








draw me out 







and draw me in






that I may wake to






My Creation Source






My Salvation Source


May the glow of God



I know within




Shine through me.









May I carry,








as the mists, 







the color





of God’s love.



May God in me


Illuminate and warm 

      The lives I touch.

                  Birthing God


Each morning,


    
the world gives birth


          

to God.


Slowly,

     
rhythmically


         

the darkness recedes.


Sounds of life emerge


 
 from the silent darkness


           

in the morning ritual songs  of birds.


Forms emerge


   
as light comes forth,


             
but morning mists 


                    

still shroud much in mystery.


Movement appears


   
as birds begin 


          

their morning


               

sky ballet.


The still air


    
and morning mists


           

infuse the scene


               

with a pervading peace.

Barely,


         
the river can be seen


                     
as the mist thins.


The world takes on


     
more form and substance,


            
and the horizon


                  

seems to widen.


Paradoxically

      
 the “widened” horizon


            
 sets limits,


                   

whereas the mists


                        

suggested infinity.


I like the aloneness

     
and the not aloneness


           

of this time.


Thank you for this

     
 birth time with you, Lord.

             

It grounds me


                 

for all that is to come.

Mystery Morning

Silhouette tree top forms


Floating in the mists



As if ragged mountains




Penetrate clouds

Is that what we see in life?


Partial forms



Peeking above




The clouds of life?

Can we know reality


Without stepping into the mists?



Without penetrating




The clouds of unknowing?

Lord,


The mists above the river



Are rising and dancing




To greet us





In this new day.

Birds are dancing in the air,


Morning skywriters



Autographing the day




With your joy.

Your misty mystery


Is rolling up the hill



Toward me.

O, Lord


Enfold me



With the mystery




Of you.

Morning Reflection

The day is born

     with an apricot sky

          laced with 

               ribbons of luminescent clouds.

                    An apricot river

  flows between

       deep green banks.

Gradually the sky

     shifts its hues to 

           less intense shades

               of pink.

                    The brilliant, 

apricot sun 
     peeks above

 the horizon


      and slowly ascends.

Like a  rippling mirror,

     the river reflects the 

          changing hues, 

               stabilizing with

                    shades of green

 and silver.

Birds dance in the sky

      as others call, chirp, or sing
           their morning hymn.

Lowland farms

     across the river

           are still enfolded
                 in the embrace of

                       the morning mists

I sit on the veranda

       with my hot chocolate

               on this cool, brisk

                     August morning

    and contemplate


the wonder


       of it all.

An unwelcome intruder

      is announced by

            a growing murmur

                  accompanied by

 clanking sounds.

       A barge is


   going south.

The cosmic symphony

       of harmony and unity 

            is disturbed by

                  the discordant

 sounds of technology.

Technology is but a tool—

      an understanding and

            application of some

                  elements of the cosmos.

Technology need not

       be out of harmony.


When will we ever learn?


When will we ever learn?




Retreat

Rushing

Grasping,

Searching

For peace.

Planning

Anticipating

Driving

To the rendezvous

Hallowed ground

Tuned-in to God

Transcendent peace. . .

…Immersion . . .

Listening. . .

        Winter Morning — A Beginning

A new winter morning at White House,



And life begins anew.

A cool, crisp walk through the inky blackness. . .



Stars punctuate the heavens.




A few lights stab out





from the eastern bank —


people stirring in their homes.


A new moon hangs



in the center of 




the dark void.

Moving with a sense of aloneness and not aloneness,


my senses drink in the early morning.

Drawn to Monaghan Hall


by the light above the door,

I anticipate a couple cups of coffee —





coffee laced with chocolate.

I sit and sip, gazing to the east.


      The bank is slowly outlined




in the glowing red





 of a new morning.






  The light heralds


         the immanent coming



    of the sun.


The reflection of the new moon



dances on the surface of


the mist shrouded river below.

With the intensifying light,




the river assumes its shape —


a light grey swath cut through





morning darkness.


Outlines of bare trees emerge

from the darkness of the eastern shore.




The western bank below is





starkly different from






summer’s dense outlines.


here and there dense forms



of pines and cedars


punctuate the bare forms





of winter trees.


Only the cedars and pines



respond to the Spirit and




dance with the morning breezes.


To the south,



the river merges


with mysterious morning mists,





as if veiling the future






of this new day.

Early rising brothers


are walking the path —




drawn to the coffee,





the chocolate, and





         the rising sun.


They too derive



a sense of peace




from the river view





on this crisp






February morning

Soul Bonding

Soul-bonded brothers,

Silent strangers

Meeting annually

To share the peace.

Brothers in reflective prayer

Strolling the paths, 

Passing one another,

Their hearts fed by Love.

A once-a-year hug

A smile and a nod

     

The mere physical presence

Forges a mystical love-bond.

The abstract Body of Christ

Becomes an experienced reality

That draws one back

      


Year after Year.

Good Morning Dragonfly


Good Morning,



Dragonfly,




To where do you hurry?

Greetings, Mister Cardinal,



Brightly dressed in red.


Singing your perky greetings





On this lovely White House






Morning.

 Above the mist-shrouded distant bluffs,

The sky is turning a peach color 





As it illumines this 







Unfolding . . .








Summer day.

The vegetation has emerged



From the blackness of night




Robed in deep, splendid shades






Of green.

A cool breeze refreshes me.



Bruce’s hand on my shoulder




And a silent, smiling face





Increase my awareness






Of your love.

Lord, help me be open


To what you will unfold before me




On this blessed day.

Part Two:

 Inspirations from God’s Creation in Nature
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A Rose in God’s Garden

My roots reach 

          deeply into




      Christ





         to anchor . . .






              to nourish






                          my life!

My talented leaves

            transform received elements


          and join






                in God’s 



     


                     creative







                           act!

My stems reach heavenward


    to carry




         our creativity





               to





                             BUDS

My buds open


in profuse color




and heady fragrance





to praise God






and enrich







the world 








for others

The Flash of God’s Love

A tiny flash of gold


in a tree

A quiet trilling


of sound

A miracle

comes forth

God’s love manifested

in

a

goldfinch

In a creature


so small




is love so great!

In you, my child


and likeness of my Son,




 is much more


                       love, care, and



                        tenderness




                          in the creating!

Forest Cloud



Standing on the bluff above the forest in the river valley below, the tops of trees appear as the tops of green cumulus clouds stretching north and south as far as I can see. As the wind blows, the “cloud” ripples and undulates revealing many shades of green and silver and shadow darkness. The constant movement on this windy afternoon causes the colors to appear to shimmer and change.

     
This green cloud exists to live in symbiosis with me. I need the oxygen it produced while it needs the carbon dioxide I produce. It is so beautiful, but it masks a deeper reality — that of the intricate web of life that  sustains it and is sustained by it. The goodness of God is evident; only a  fool could doubt it.

Grey Beginning

Bending low


with clouds



heavily laden,




you embrace





the earth






with a moist










life-giving








kiss.

The soil


and plants



draw up




sustaining





love






poured out







upon them.

Lord, 


I feel



parched and




in need





of your

life-giving







embrace.

Lord,


help me



be open




to receive





your gift







      

 of love.

Reflection on the Goodness of Creation

God is good and cannot create evil, 

Therefore, all creation is good 

Because only God creates . . . 

The devil cannot create! 

Scripture tells us 

That all God created was good! 

Thus, the world is good, and 

We are to live in the world 

And use it.

The question of evil comes in 

When we consider 

Human use of creation —

For humans have free will 

And need not use the good creation 

In good ways.

When the things of the world are seen as ends, 

Humans are worldly and “evil,” 

But when people see creation 

As means rather than as ends 

And use creation to cooperate 

In God’s creative action, 

Then there is no evil. 

In using the things of the world 

As means to reach others 

And further the building of the Kingdom, 

Humans act in love.

We must examine our relationships 

With God’s creation, 

And we must examine our motives 

In our use of creation.

Jesus, help me be a good steward 

Of your creation 

And help me to see it 

As means rather than as ends. 

The correct end for me 

Is you, dear brother!

Spring Freeze ‘92

Many wounded trees

Have limped through this summer




Damaged by the hard freeze of late spring.

Peach and apple harvests



Are down this year.

Numerous trees will not survive





Till spring.

The pines, however, are lush,


Full of new growth




Laden with cones —





The hope of new life.

What seems a curse


To some




Appears a blessing 





To others.

That’s how it is



With all life,




Isn’t it?


Our Earth


Earth . . .



    Born of Love




         And sustained





              By Love

Despoiled by humans



Formed from Love




And redeemed by Love





But blind






To the reality







Of Love








In the earth . . .









In themselves . . .

Brothers and sisters,


Awake to the Truth




And be enlightened





To live lovingly

With the Earth.

CHRYSALIS

Pulsating

gliding

consuming

my world

Slowing

cooling

tiring

energy low!

Resting

weaving

separating

walling off confusion

Darkening

hardening

insulating

self-made tomb

Nothingness

thoughts 

on hold

CHRYSALIS

Awareness returning

warmth growing

light intruding

movement

Struggling. . .

parting . . .

separating . . .

Strange

blinding

confusing

sensations

Reality . . .

seeing with new eyes

feeling with a new heart

FREEDOM

A new order

a new creation

A new me

BUTTERFLY
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Part Three:

Reflections on Humanity and Becoming the Persons God has Called Us to Be.


Prayer for a love that Frees

Dear brother Jesus, you offered yourself as a lamb

to be sacrificed for the remission of our sins.

You who are spotless and blameless

willingly suffered

what we could never endure.

Dear savior, help us not to dwell on our failings —

on what we caused you to suffer —

but rather, on the gift of love

you gave us in that act of submission

to our Father’s will.

Help us — hold our hands —

that we may grow in your love

and offer it as we offer ourselves as gifts 

to our brothers and sisters.

Help us to comprehend

that you came to bring freedom to the captives —

that you are love and the act of loving

is a freeing act.

Love does not bind;

it does not shackle —

it liberates!

Help us, dear brother,

because it is so much easier

to bind than to free.

Give us the strength, wisdom and understanding

of the gospels

that we may love as you love

that we freely offer love that liberates

to all whom we meet.

We pray this in your most holy name,

dearest brother, Jesus.

Amen.

Seek God Within!



If one seeks God in the external world, one’s growth is stunted and one’s behavior will be directed to please external forces and that behavior may not be in harmony with God’s will.



However; if one seeks God within one’s self, there will be changes wrought within through the interaction with God — this is growth!  This growth will also change how one relates to the external world. The new behavior will be in harmony with and, therefore, pleasing to God.



This is how one is a light to the world — the action of God shines through one from the source within — the Spirit of God.

The Seashell of My Heart

My heart is a seashell



with many colors and contours




turning in on itself,





but open.

Like a seashell in the sea,



the oceans of God’s love




pour over my heart —






filling it, cleansing it,






bringing nourishment to me






where I live within it.

The life-giving waters of the sea



spill out from my heart;


the love of God held there for a moment





returns to the surging currents of life






that will pour over







and into other hearts.

As your love nourishes me, Lord,



let my shell grow to hold more of your love




so that it can, in turn, pour out





more of your love.

May your love in my heart

protect me from the storms around me




but keep my heart ever open and vulnerable


that I may be present






to all who are in need.

My Friend, Jesus

I am forgiven,

Alleluia!

Like a mighty river,



God’s peace and understanding



Have washed me clean.


When I said,


“Lord, have mercy on this sinner.”



A torrent of love poured over me



And transformed me.

I was deserving of death for my offenses.


But, I have a Brother



Who willingly accepted my death



That I might live



As a new creation!

No greater love has anyone,




But that he would lay down

His life for a friend!

Lord, Help Me See

Lord, I must grow

According to Your ways




Lead me to the path

                 
Of your righteousness,

Help me humble myself

before you . . . to serve.

Lord, I have injured

One whom I love

      

The words of my mouth

                 
 Burning like acid rain.

Help me listen

     
That healing may come.

You have given me gifts

I must learn to use

        

For light, growth, and

                
Love of others.

Am I too drawn in

    
So I see only me?

           
Am I clouded in mind

                 
So I can’t see the Way?

Help me to open my eyes and see     

The world as You set it before me.

Serve

Such a simple word . . .

                 
Serve!

Do for others . . .


                 Do what?

Do what they want, 

    
Not what I want for them?

Can I control,

     
If I truly serve?

Must I be open . . . 

    
Vulnerable to others?

I want to serve, Lord

     
I truly do!

           
The flesh — Oh the flesh . . .

                 
Is so very weak.

Jesus, you served

You were open . . . vulnerable

           
I believe in you, Jesus

                 
Help me with my weakness.

The Least

Bruised and battered

     
Torn and tortured

           
Frightened and ferocious

                
Miracles of Love . . .

                                          

unnurtured

                                         

unaffirmed

                                         

unwanted 

                                   


unloved

Lord,     

Why are they not seen as you intend?     

Am I often blind to them too?

Lord,     

Help me see what you want me to see. 

Teach me your compassion in

                                          

nurturing

                                         

affirming

                                         

wanting

                                     

       loving

For what I do to the least,     


I do to You!

The Truth

I grow when you touch me    

Showing who you are

        
And asking who I am.

In caring for one another,

     
Creation’s truth reveals

           
We are one . . . united.

Though separation and loneliness

     
Seem to be the rule

           
In the world we see,

The call is to create

     
Relationships and bonds

           
that show our oneness.

Doing

Doing

     for the sake of doing

           
is life on “hold”

                 with elevator music.

Doing

     is truly being

           
when it expresses

                 gifts from God.

Doing

     in harmony

          
with God’s will

                 is Spirit-filled life.

Doing

          that feeds the Spirit

is life broadcasting

     God’s symphony sound.

Trust in Silence

Lost in a maze 

So many ways to go 

Thoughts confused 

Feet stumbling

Fearing decisions, 

Life goes on . . . 

I don’t know 

Where I am.

Feeling alone, 

I long for 

The presence 

That reassures

Where are You, 

O God, my hope? 

I call in a vacuum 

And no answer returns.

Even in this distress 

I know you are near 

All creation sings to me 

Of your presence

In trust, I will step 

Into the unknown 

Where you send me 

To do your will.

Praise be to God 

Who has grounded me 

With infinite patience 

To live His love.

Life and Death Paradox in Sunshine

Lord, I value life     



in all beings




they are blessings,





good . . . from you.

Yet the order


of the world shows


that one preys on another





in order to live.

So life supports life


by dying




this, . . . 





I understand

But what of a death 


that doesn’t support life?

abortion









euthanasia









murder 









execution









genocide

It’s hard to be the judge

of which being




shall live . . .





and which shall die.

Sometimes it seems



like two goods




cannot exist





together . . .

                                   Why, Lord, Why?

How do finite beings


know what is right 




when good contradicts good

and the alternatives all seem bad?

When we “call” for guidance

sometimes the “line” goes dead 




and we can’t “pass the buck”





to You . . .

Lord, decisions must be made



and all the alternatives carry . . .

                      





uncertainty 









guilt  









sadness  









regret 

               






depression 



   





grieving

The only Hope is 



Your Love and Forgiveness




for You know we try





to be the best we can.

All this for Sunshine



A cat who will die




today . . .

because of my decision.

Her life had meaning for us 



Lord, help her death 


and the pain we will know





be a channel of growth






in the Mystery of 







Our Oneness



Lord, thank you for




    Sunshine



God, bless




    Sunshine.

SUNSHINE [10-25-81 to 7-2-84]

Soft as down 

Understanding of moods 

Nearby for comfort 

Shy with strangers 

Hurrying for cover 

Insecure in Life 

Needful of reassurance 

Eternal in God

Love Bridge

“Reach out,

reach out and touch someone!”

“Who is it?” . . . Bridging the gap!

“I love you!” . . . Touching through wires!

“Keep in touch!”

Dear Sally, . . . Bridging the gap!

Love, Willie . . . Touching on paper!

Artificial,

Second-hand touching

For a nation on the move . . .





Getting ahead . . .

But what is left, behind . . .?

         What of . . . roots?
           of touching with hands?

              Hands were made for touching!



 of loving through presence?

                 Our senses exist to detect presence, not presents!



Yet, 

Lives must be lived,


Calls must be answered,




The Word must be preached to all nations!



Sometimes,

There must be letting go . . .



Painful, but necessary . . . 




Invitations to grow!



So . . . 

Use the presence of your being - your senses - today!



Look into the eyes of another . . . I value you. 



Don’t touch, but embrace someone . . . I love you. 



Listen carefully to someone . . . What can I do?

Breathe in the flavors of life around you!

Taste the sweetness of presence.

Know that all is one . . .

Keep in touch . . .



Build a bridge of love,




Before the time for parting.

                  Cloudy Afternoon?

Lord Jesus, 


Dear, dear friend,




I read of “the dark night of the soul”

We know I’m not ready for that,


Don’t we?



 
Are you giving me a “cloudy afternoon”? 





Is this preparation?

I miss the constant closeness


I used to feel! 




It seems to come less often.

You know that it is okay



I won’t lose faith




Even when you don’t cause your


Presence to well up within me,






I know you’re there







And that is all that matters!

Lord, I may be scared,



But teach me to fly




When you’re ready!

Married in Christ

Together in unity, 

they confidently stride 

into the unknown challenges of life

     
The strength . . 


the mystery . . . 



of their union:

          

a double trinity
             


Woman . . . 






Man . . .






God!

                      


Creator







Redeemer







Nurturer!

On Birthing

Called to becoming 

picking through experiences 

with hungry eyes and empty ears 

trying to discern the moments 

pregnant with potential

continually birthing one’s self 

labor bearing much fruit 

for God, too, is birthed 

again and again 

into confusion 

the only hope     



for harmony . . . 



for wholeness . . . 



for peace . . .

Life Purpose

Perceived 

Urgency 

Renders 

Precarious 

Our  

Salvation 

Efforts


Nourished


Efforts


Evoke


Delight 


Energizing


Dedication





God





Invites





Various





Individuals





Nourishing





Good






Love






Invigorates






Friend






Earth

Home Coming

Finding anew



That which was known




That which was cherished





That which had slipped away






Slowly . . .







Silently . . .

My heart aches



To be open




To your presence, Jesus.

Let me feel



Your indwelling




In my heart





As I did before.

Thank you, 


For waiting




Patiently





For my coming home.

Prayer 1994

Dear Loving God,



You created me and it is a wonderful gift. Because you created me, you, the God of all creation, desired me into existence. Intellectually, I know that I am not a defective person. The gifts and talents I have are those you wanted me to have, and they are all that I need to be wonderful in your eyes. It doesn’t, or it shouldn’t, matter what other persons think of me. Help me really internalize the reality that I am “wonderfully, fearfully made,” that I am, as is everyone, an awesome creation!



Lord, help me recognize this reality about myself and then about everyone else, even those with whom I have difficulty.

GOOD FRIDAY QUIET DAY

On a cool, grey morning

       pregnant with potential,

Seekers of the truth have come

    
Greeted by mocking birds

staking claims to holly trees

Encouraged by the message of hope

broadcast by the spreading greenness

Mesmerized by the twisted old dogwood




brilliant with symbolic blossoms

Smiling pilgrims pass

Walking through penitent violets 



and radiant dandelion suns in the grass

Refreshing in the sunlight shafts



piercing the tufted ceiling of grey 



walking . . .



meditating . . .


praying . . .

Contemplating the sacrifice

made this day, long ago

Trying to grasp the paradox



of Good Friday

Co-Creator

The river     



shimmering . . . 




majestic . . .





flows






beneath







the bluff

The gentle patter     



of tiny raindrops




is felt

A red orb


slowly greets the day




in a pastel sky of





blues, greys, and pinks

Trees gently sway


in the morning breeze




the air is filled





with the sights and






sounds of the







morning sky ballet

Oh, magnificent creator . . .


you call us to be creators too.




Your trust in us





amazes me.

But sight deceives . . .



How many life-forms




can no longer live





in the chemical,






sewage-tainted river?

What would happen to me


if I tasted it 




or immersed





myself in it?

How does a mighty tree     


feel when it uses




that water to





maintain its life?

And the refreshing     


morning rain . . .




To what degree





was it acid rain?

What of the trees,



birds and animals




that were bathed





in it?

Have we been uncreators


more than the co-creators 




you intended us to be?



I don’t know           



for certain,           



but it seems           



as if we           



have not cooperated          



with you enough.

Yet, amazingly,     


you continue          




to trust us!

But what of me?     



Am I like the river? 




Does surface beauty





obscure the reality






of pollution?

Lord, you and I know 



how polluted I have become.




I am far less than I could be,





and what I offer others






does not sustain them 







as well as 








it could.

So, I give you my heart


to be softened and molded




by you.



Only you can rid it            




of the hardness





I have encouraged.



I give you my will,




which I have used





without discernment






for you to tune it







to yours.



I give you my abused body,   




which I have not





treated as your temple






so I may see it







as your holy ground.

     
I give you my intellect,           




which I have neglected, 





to be directed 






and expanded.



I give you all that I have 




and all that I am 





asking only    






for your love.

Lord,    



help me be ever aware 




of my dependence on you  





and of your trust in me. 






I do wish to be 







the co-creator 








you intend  









me to be.

Growing

Cool gray morning


Clouds hug the ground




And hang in the air





With a sense






Of Mourning.

Thus begins 



A day of endings . . . 



A day of losses . . .



A day of deaths . . .

The retreat moves


Toward its conclusion




Aspects of my false-self





Are dying.






Letting go







Involving mourning.

Gray clouds

        
   Pregnant with





Life-giving water






Nurture new births.

Awareness of 



The True-self




Is being birthed.

The joy


Of new life,




Of renewal,





Mingles with






Mourning.







This bittersweet day








Nurtures the growth









Of the Kingdom.




New Day

A new day


peers above the horizon




I hear the plaintive call





of a bird across the river






calling mournfully







again and again

The light from the

    majestic orb



   pierces the sturdy pine tree




  Small birds perform their.





 morning ballet.






A rabbit meanders







across the lawn,








stopping to nibble









choice blades of grass










here and there.

The river flows unceasingly,


  though lower today.



Barges labor steadily




against the current, 





carrying the fruits 






of human labor







to busy commercial markets.

Men on the veranda

  
murmur about the beauty of the dawn



   and move on




carrying memories of beauty





to be savored






when they return 







to the real world

The plaintive bird call has ceased.

  
Did it secure what it sought?



    Did it resign itself




  to being unanswered?

How many of us, Lord,


  Cry plaintively as the world flows by



and rabbits nibble and race on lawns






or




cry at dawn while some men labor  





and others stand in awe for a moment






How many stop calling







because they perceive








no answer?

Lord, make me 

an instrument of your peace.




Sharpen my perception so





I may hear the plaintive calls.






Ground me in your







wisdom and love








that I may respond









appropriately as









     a channel of










  your compassion.

And, Lord,


If the plaintive call




is mine, 





help me remember






that you hear







my every utterance.








Help me find









the strength 










to go on











in you.

Reflection on Happiness

I am not completely happy. Why is that?

Basically, it is my desire to be in control. I am still placing myself in the center of my universe, trying to be God. I am acting heavily on the basis of feelings without the reflection needed to see when my feelings are leading me astray.


God has gifted me with being an intuitive feeler, and I have relied too much on those aspects of intuition and feeling and have neglected the sensing and feeling aspects of my personality. I’ve even taken a kind of pride in being so heavily intuitive and feeling — in having an unbalanced personality.


I need to seek harmony or indifference, as Ignatius might call it. Then I will be better prepared to discern God’s will for me. I need to reorder the objects of my love. I’ve replaced God with things and/or myself. I have focused too much on creatures, particularly on my computer. Even in being concerned for others, I have felt the desire for praise and admiration from others. Even when I say I am doing something for God, I have to struggle to banish those desires — they seem to return to plague me.

· I pray for forgiveness for my self-centeredness and all the disharmonies that flow from it.

· I pray for forgiveness for my pride in having an unbalanced personality.

· I pray for forgiveness for frequently being closed to God’s renewing spirit.

· I pray for the grace to be open to God’s light and truth.

· I pray for the grace to find balance 

between pride and false modesty

between thinking and feeling

between sensing and intuiting.

· I pray for the grace to vacate the center of my being and hand it over to God.

I pray for forgiveness for all that has led me away from my goal and for the grace to embrace all that will lead me to my goal — a love-union with my God.

Eagle Vision


Lord, let me soar like an eagle



This weekend at White House


Help me spread my wings and rise





On updrafts of you Holy Wind

Draw me to the power



Of your Holy Spirit




That I might rise and glide





In these peaceful skies.

Lord, sharpen my vision



That I might survey




The landscapes of my life

From the heights of objectivity

As the eagle spies its prey and seizes them



So let me identify the sources of my sinfulness




That I may seize and devour 





The elements that separate me from you

Lord, Show me the freedom 



Of being supported




By your Spirit





Help me remain aloft in your love.

Stranger

Lord, 


Who was my father?



I knew his name . . .





appearance . . .





occupation . . .

But he never allowed





Me to know Him.






He loved me.






He was proud of me.






He bragged about me.





We shared genes





We shared time





We shared space






for many years.

Lives touching


Intersecting, momentarily, 



Now and then,




Sharing little 





Of our real selves.

He wanted, so much,


For me to be proud



Of his accomplishments,




Of him . . .

I was proud.

       
I told him often,



And I told him, again,




As he died.

     

Did he ever hear me?




Did he ever believe?

Lord, holding him in your embrace


Help him know me

And help me know him.

Listen

Lord,

You speak of calmness,

        Asking me to slow down,

         To listen to your message.

The morning birds announce it

The rising sun illuminates it

The cool breeze carries it.

Find peace in the midst of confusion.



Hear more clearly

In the calm center of your soul,

In the essence of your being,






I AM.

Home With The Lord


For five years I asked



The wounded pilgrim to White House


For five years he came



With his burden of pain




Seeking validation,





He came . . .





He listened . . .





He talked . . .





He waited . . .






For transformation




Did he find you, Lord?





Did he listen to you?






Did he believe he was your beloved?




Jesus, only you know





As you . . .






Cradle him in your arms






Wash him with your Love.




Lord, handle my daddy with care.

Part Four: 


God Revealing Glimpses of Himself and His Abundant Love
How Great is the Lord

How great is the one

      
who rests in the arms of the Lord.

He shall be lifted up as on wings

      
that he may overcome obstacles.

He will be comforted

        
that he may endure sorrow.

He will be strengthened


that he may persevere.

He will be filled with joy


because he serves others.

He will know God’s love

        because he loves others

He will live forever



because he has died . . .


    

 into . . .


     

GOD.


Will of the wind!

The wind blows 



Where it will . . .




Rising




Turning




Uprooting





Unseen, but known in . . .






Whirling leaves 






Bending branches






Toppling trees.

O, Holy spirit     



Come to me . . . 




Help me to 

Rise to new heights of openness to you





Turn from ways that close me to you 





Uproot the obstacles to my growth.

Lead me to the path     



Of community in Jesus.




O, Holy Spirit,





Blow me where you will!

Reflection — Jesus the Parable



God is incomprehensible, but, nevertheless, He desires a relationship with us. All creation invites us to relate with God. Scripture, rather than being the ultimate answer to all questions, also is an invitation to relate with God. God provided it as both an invitation and as a guideline for that relationship. The ultimate answer or reality is the living relationship God desires with us. God invites; the response is up to us.

     
Any attempt to describe or understand God clearly results in losing Him. Scripture and experience of mystery continually and deliberately subvert “final words” about “reality” and thereby introduce the possibility of transcendence.

     
Jesus taught in parables to shatter the “final words” of that time, and in His death, Jesus became the ultimate Parable. Thus the parables of Jesus’ teaching have become example stories and allegorical stories that no longer serve to shatter the false security of “final words” about God. Jesus is the Parable that challenges us to relate with Him — with God.

    
“Jesus had said that the Kingdom would meet his followers where and when their world was overturned and challenged at its very depths.”  God’s Kingdom is God’s action — where His sovereignty is made manifest. “Each time the Parable is in danger of becoming fossilized and turned into a myth, it subverts its own domestication and breaks the very structures that would contain it.”

     
The role of the parables Jesus spoke and of Jesus, the Parable, is that,  “They remove our defenses and make us vulnerable to God. It is in such  experiences that God can touch us, and only in such moments does the Kingdom of God arrive.”  This is the experience of transcendence. This often happens in  times of mortal  jeopardy. “At such times we best realize that security is the serenity that comes from accepting insecurity as our mortal lot.”

     
This seems to be what Matthew Fox calls “living on the edge.”  Being open to the Parable — accepting and loving the incomprehensibleness of god. Being open to the Parable — the Mystery — and living through the paradoxes of mortal existence asking God for the help needed to trust and find serenity in  insecurity as the action of the Kingdom unfolds and we serve as instruments of  the incomprehensible Love in the serenity of “the peace that passes all  understanding.”

     
No one can say what the relationship God desires is like. I know what I have experienced of the Mystery — Parable — but no words exist that can clearly convey my experience to anyone else or for them to convey their experiences to me. For each person the invitation is there, but the responses are individual and the experiences of transcendence are unique. We must  reverence each other and all creation as gifts. We must encourage openness to God and trust the Holy Spirit to guide the individual in relationship. To  reduce this process to a formula for all is an attempt to fossilize the Parable. Jesus came to “set the captives free” and to invite all into the unique Mystery of the Kingdom. The response is up to us.
Sarah’s Circle
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CHRIST 

Calming those who are worried

Healing those who are ill

Reassuring those who are insecure

Invigorating those who are weary

Sustaining those who are weak

Touching those who are hurt
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Jesus Bridge II


O, Jesus,     



In accepting hatred,           




you returned love. 



In accepting sorrow,           




you gave joy. 



In accepting emptiness,          




you offered fullness. 



In accepting ostracism,           


you established brotherhood. 



In accepting abandonment,           




you lived faithfulness     



In accepting humiliation,           




you bestowed dignity. 



In accepting suffering,           




you provided comfort. 



In accepting death,           




you brought life.


O, Jesus,     


you accepted them,           



but you did not condone them.



You are our light!     




Bridging polarities . . . 




Offering yourself . . . 




Helping us . . . 



to span the abyss                 




between the extremes           



to know the fullness                 




of your Love.



All That Is

O, God, my God

     
you make yourself 

          
known to me

                 
in, oh, so many ways!

I see your goodness

     
in the sun-bathed vegetation

           
in the fresh smell of rain

                 
in the joyful activity of bunnies and birds

                       
in the laughter and play of children.

I see the warmth of your love

     
in the care of a mother for her child

           
in the helping hand extended to the poor 

                
in the embrace of friends

                       
in lovers holding hands.

I feel the power of your creativity

     
in song and dance

           
in shared prayer

                 
in the fulfillment of a dream

                       
in the formation of a thought

O, God, my God

     
you are in all

           
you create all

                 
you sustain all

                       
you are all that is!

           Love Dance

Clearly the Light shines upon us

     Children of God’s eternal Love 

The night can truly not harm

     We are assured of that from above

In His great desire to love us,

     Jesus offers an extended hand 

And asks only that we trust Him

     As we dance to His cosmic band.

With our eyes closed and our hearts open,

     He asks us to give Him our frights, 

As he twirls, whirls, and propels us

     to undreamed of, dazzling heights.

And securely He leads us on

     As the clouds do open ahead 

Revealing a future transparent

     Because for us he rose from the dead.

Give Thanks, His Love is Everywhere Revealed

Give thanks to the Lord, His love is everywhere revealed.

In the gift of the sun, the generator of the winds and     


the energy source of the food chain.

In the gift of clouds that mitigate the heat and     


bring water, the liquid of life.

In the beauty of the cosmic cycle of regeneration —     


Nothing, animal or mineral, ever ceases to be    


but is transformed to exist in a new, transitory reality.

In the loving way He revealed Himself to us in Jesus’ 


life, death, and resurrection.

In the way He lives and acts today in and


through us in friendships.

Give thanks to the Lord, His love is everywhere revealed.

Futile Efforts

Circle, circle

      
Twist and turn,



When will people


Ever learn?

We try so hard


To grasp at God

Who slips through fingers

Like a cloud.

We must not try

     
To know so sure

          
The facts about that





Which is holy and pure.

To let go and be


What is our nature



Reveals the truth




Coming at God’s pleasure.

“Let go, my child,”


God said to me.



In doing that,




I knew I was free.

Then I saw


How it’s meant to be.



God, like a cloud,




Came and surrounded me.

By breathing in,


God came inside,



United to me




There to ever reside.

The Power of Love

The power of love     


   has many faces 

 the warmth of the morning sun

the gentle, cooling breeze in mid-day





the soft, constant rain on the dry earth.

Love fills what is empty 


   empties what is filled



completes the incomplete




reveals flaws in that thought completed

Love motivates and calms


   it can be given



but not taken




the key to receiving it 





is giving it

Love is a paradox

Life is a paradox 




God is a paradox

God is life


and life is love




and love is God





and all are one






in Love







so . . .







Love one another







as I have loved you.

My Only Hope


Jesus, how will I learn



Who you are?




Reading a book,





Will I glimpse, 






For a moment,







A fleeting image








Of you?




Hearing the voice





Of a friend, or stranger,






Will I hear you








And catch a bit










Of your message?




Sitting quietly,





Will I feel






Your presence . . .







A warm, comforting









Closeness?




Asking you 





To hold me







As I sleep,











Will I feel your strength








And protection?


Lord, I really know



So little of you,




Yet I do know





That you






Are my only hope.

Scapegoat
You lived without sin; I have sinned repeatedly.
You centered your life on the will of the father; I have centered my life on my will.

You healed the ill and distressed; I have caused suffering and distress.

You suffered in spite of your innocence; I have not suffered in proportion to my offenses.

You were accused of sinning; But I should have been accused.

You were mocked and scourged; But I deserve to be mocked and scourged.

Your flesh was shredded; But mine remains unmarked.

You carried the beam to your crucifixion; But I carry a bag of snacks to the sofa.

Your hands were pierced by nails – That were meant for mine.

Your blood poured forth from wounds – That should have been mine.

You endured taunts – That should have been mine.

You responded with love and forgiveness – That were beyond me.

Your life, death and resurrection revealed what had always existed:  a creator overflowing with love, compassion, and forgiveness

Jesus, you did it for all humanity, but I believe that if, of all the souls on earth, there were only one lost and confused soul, you would do it to save that one soul.

It seems so bold and presumptuous of me to say, “Thank you Jesus. I accept your offer of love, compassion, and forgiveness.”  But, what else can I say?  I am free to accept your offer or reject it. Lord, I accept your offer and offer you all that I am:  the good, the mediocre, and the ugly. I offer myself as a living sacrifice, trusting that through your cross of love it will become an acceptable sacrifice, pleasing to our loving Abba.


Cosmic Transformer


O cosmic transformer,



This wretch before you




Trusts in your love and compassion




Asks for the grace to be 





what you have called him to be.




Asks to be taken as your lover 






with all the consequences that entails.


You are the Way



The Truth



The Life!


You are my source



My sustainer



My beginning and end


You are Love!

Saved

Jesus,




I nailed you to a cross




I inflicted on you





Agony beyond comprehension

Yet you stand before me




With arms open wide




Longing to be my






Friend






Brother






Lover






Savior






God

In this paradox,




Life’s dichotomies




Are reconciled.

                       River of Love


O, River of Love



deep and wide




peaceful but powerful


I come burdened with sin



Carry away my offenses, O River of Love


I come distracted 



Carry away my distraction, O River of Love


I come confused



Carry away my confusion, O River of Love


I come heavy of heart



Carry away my pain, O River of Love


I am wounded, hurt, brought down



By my own willfulness,




Deserving of the poor harvest I reap.


Come O powerful River of Love



I trust in you.




I open myself to you.





Scour me clean,






That I may focus







On your Way!

Rest in the Lord

Rest in my arms,



My weary child.


Your load has been heavy,





Come, stay with me a while.

Take comfort in my strength.



Let my love penetrate your defenses.




My passion for you can be gentle.





Open to it, . . . relax in my love.

Let this be a time




Of feeding your weary soul




Of healing your tired body




Of accepting your vulnerability.

Let me be



The lover you need




In this time





Of sorrow.

Part Five:

Messages

God’s Gift

My gift to you is peace

In me there is joy beyond measure



I love you so much, my child




When you err, I ache for you




I know your pain and your suffering

I know, too, the love in your heart

I created that heart and am within it



Always available to you 




Seek me, and you will find me 





I will never hide from you

Nothing can stand against me     

I am your shield and protector



Here, my child, is my cross 




Help me carry it, 





And you will know peace
Life is a paradox, as you have discovered 

     Your best interests are served by letting go of your self-interest

       
  Let go, my child, and feel the flood of peace well up in your soul


You are my precious child



      Whom I fashioned




    With such tender care.

I have been at you side

    
Calling you from the time of your birth

              
Gifting you, forgiving you, loving you . . . 



     
I wait patiently 



         
To have you call on me 


                       

To invite me into every problem




           

I am the answer





           

Because









I Am.
Sing to the Lord a new song. Ps. 96:1



A New Song — Message and Response



Sing a new song because you are a new person. I have entered into you in a new way, and you are no longer the same. I have been in you from your birth, but you kept much of yourself closed to me. Give me any opportunity, and I will bring about transformation in you. In fact, you can be a new creation and sing a new song each and every day. I will not miss any opportunity you give me to prefect you.


The key is that you must allow me to enter into new areas of yourself. I knock at your door continuously, but you must bid me to enter in. Then I can sup with you and our friendship can grow.


I am a patient God, withholding my anger to give you more opportunity to drop the barriers to our complete union of wills.


Lord, I will sing a new song of praise and gratitude for the wonderful things you have done. I pray for the grace to open myself more each day. I trust in your promises. Lord, help me live the fruit of the Spirit in its totality, not selectively. Help me face the task of developing the fruit in the areas I have avoided. I pray for the grace to be obedient to your commands.



Lord, I can’t say that I’m not uneasy — that would be a lie. I am uneasy. The unknown can be scary, but you will not abandon me. Lord, I believe in you, help my lack of trust!




Freedom’s Paradox



The Holy Spirit saw an opening in my armored heart and poured himself into it. His action inclined me to see, in the hand reaching for mine, Jesus coming  for me. Jesus spoke to me, and I heard with the ears of my Spirit-softened  heart.



He told me of the parent love he brings to me from above. he said,  “Receive it in obedience, my brother. It is yours, a gift to set you free. In  faith, believe in my faithfulness and believe this paradox:  you will only be free when you obey me.”



“Follow my example and let go of fear and what you believe is control. What you think you control, controls you. it is not an anchor that holds you  firmly, but rather, it is a weight that threatens to cause you to drown. So, be obedient to me and be free!”



“The task I set before you is not an easy one. Pray for the grace to discern my will from the confusing desires of your own self. Then obey my commands and know the fruit of the Spirit:  Love, Peace, Patience, Kindness, Goodness, Faithfulness, Meekness, and Self-control.”

Message and Reflection (1988)

My Child,


Recognize me as your source, your life, your hope, and your end. Drop your crutches and stand in me and walk through me. You have used crutches to reach me, but this practice must end. There comes a time for letting go of everything except me.


Be careful. lest you make an idol of a crutch. Use these tools, for it is I who make them available to you, but recognize them as means and not as ends. When I let you know that a crutch is to be discarded, discard it. You may give thanks for its appropriate use in the appropriate time, but let go when I command you.


Avoid; the comfort of rigid patterns and be open to life as I was and as I modeled for you. You must embrace vulnerability. It is another paradox I offer you — only in vulnerability can you find security.


Your walk on the nature trail today was a nice experience, but it could not compare to last year’s walk. You cannot force or recreate an encounter with me. Instead, just be open to what I am doing in you.
I desire a continuous dialogue with you. Be still, and listen. I will guide you. Trust me! I am the only reality you can really trust!


My soul is like the parched earth of the river bed. Such a dry time, Lord. The channel is less deep and the river less wide. Vulnerable mud flats are open to the growth of weeds.



I have felt less deep and less wide. I have felt exposed and vulnerable to the corrupting “weeds” of sin.



The river cannot fill itself — rain must fall. I cannot fill myself, either, yet I turn to myself to remove my own distress. Throughout my life, I have done this, and I have failed.



When will I learn, Lord?  Only you can fill my life’s channel. Only you can provide the water to cover the parched, weed-growing bottomland of my soul.



You respect me and will not force yourself upon me. You wait for the invitation which is implicit in my accepting my vulnerability and not rushing to mask or eliminate it.



Thank you for letting me see the futility of my past approach to life. I pray for the grace to stand open and vulnerable before you and before the world.

Message 1992



You are my beloved child who has come away to renew our relationship. Make me your all!  Keep me at the center of your thoughts, actions, and vision. I am the way the truth and the life — you know that. Keep me in focus, when you don’t is when you falter and fail.



Be at peace, my child, be at peace. Know I am with you, always, till the end of time. I have prepared a place for you with me — you are mine as long as you choose to be. I will not reject you. I love you as you are.



I loved you into existence. From all eternity, I have desired that you exist, and I have desired your love, given freely. I want to be united with your every thought, desire, and action. I want an intimate union with you that is beyond human comprehension but not beyond human feeling. Open your emotions to me and let me flood you with my passion. I want you to know me through your feelings.



Once you have fed on my passion, I want you to live my passionate love in the world. Count on me. I will guide you.

MESSAGE 1994



O, my beloved,  you came to me in the darkness this morning listening to a song about the vine and the branches. Yes, I am the vine to which you are connected. I am your only source of life, and I died so that you could receive life fully.



You have been a wounded, crippled branch for so long, and I have longed to heal you. I can heal you, but you must cooperate. When your doctor prescribes an antibiotic, you take it according to directions, and you are healed. If you don’t cooperate, you aren’t healed. So too, your spiritual healing requires your cooperation.



You confess to me that you are a sinner, and I certainly am aware of that being true. You seek the comfort of feeling my nearness, but it takes more than that. Keep me in the center of your consciousness. Begin each day by inviting me into your day. Be thoughtfully aware of me throughout the day. Be aware that because of me you breathe, you see, you walk, you have thoughts.



When sinful desires and thoughts enter your mind, and they will as long as you live on Earth, focus on me and call upon my Holy Spirit. Focus on the living water that comes through the vine. Above all, if you fail in this effort, do not despair but refocus on me. I’m still there. I have not cast you into the fire. The living water is still there for you for the asking. Be aware of your failures, try to learn from them, but do not wallow despairingly in them.



Remember that I love you with a passion beyond comprehension. You have known my loving embrace — remember that and focus on it. Re-member yourself to the community of this vine. Seek prayers from your brothers and sisters in my body and continue to pray for them. If you try to keep each moment as a prayerful moment, you will be open to the healing power of the Living Water.



Take my hand, my beloved. Trust in me. Let yourself sink into my passionate embrace. I’m glad that I could die for you, because when I spoke the universe into existence, I was thinking of you.

Response from Jeremiah 31:3

“I have loved you with an everlasting love. I have called you and you are  mine.”


I have called you to be mine. From the time I willed you into being, I have called you to an intimate relationship. Even as a child, you knew it — you sensed that there was a special bond between us. You were open to it in your innocence.



You loving grandmother gave you as unconditional a love as a human can. She was teaching you about the love I have for you — it knows no bounds. It knows no conditions, save one. If you reject me with every ounce of your being, without reservation, I will honor your choice. You have sinned and shut me out of parts of your life, but you have never totally rejected me. So, I have remained faithful to my pledge to love you and to call you to a love union beyond your comprehension.



I called you through neighbors and teachers who have touched and shaped your life. When I brought key people into your life, they were called to participate in building a love bridge among you and them with all roads leading to me.



You are part of my Sons’ body on earth, called to be a co-creator of your world. You know that the bonds that have been formed in my cosmic love-bridge are real. You feel the closeness of departed ones who can still touch your life when you open yourself to them. You also know the bonds exist among members of your family who cherish you and among brothers who make this retreat with you.



Focus on me and be open to your brothers and sisters in the Body and be disposed to grow!  I have loved you with an everlasting love. I have called you and you are mine. I will not forsake you!  That is an absolute certainty.

Message 1996

Immerse yourself in me, my beloved. Feel my love enfold you, permeate you, and unite you with all creation while focusing your heart on my passionate desire for total union with you, entered upon freely by you. Feed upon my love these three days. Let me hold you, cradle you, and carry you. Draw from me the strength you need to give yourself to me totally, forever!

Part Six:  Ponderings


Arms Race?

I saw a small boy with a sign that read, 

“Arms are for hugging not for killing”

                     O, Lord, help me see with eyes of a child!






The logic is clear . . .







but the people so blind!

How can a tool of searing destruction 

Be an instrument of life, growth, and peace?

           


The absence of brute hostility 






Is not the presence                   






Of God’s true Peace

Those who trust in atomic armaments



      Worship not you, but nuclear idols!




The ends cannot              




Justify the means!

                 
 And . . .




A peaceful means exists . . . 




Abundant peace for all  





Peace is found within . . . 

The peace that passes all understanding

When all find inner peace of the Spirit, 

Violence will be inconceivable    


Threats of violence                             




are easy . . .,   




expedient . . .,    





temporary means





to restrain, not end,    






physical and 






emotional violence. 

Only inner peace     

is the fruitful                       

WAY!



O, brothers and sisters, see as children


We do need an arms race.


We must race to the arms




Of God —                                   




For His embrace . . .

We will find him as we open our arms to receive all people.


Lord, help us to come  


to one another’s arms


that we may embrace you



in Love,



Trust, and



PEACE!

Peace on Earth

Peace on earth can only come when there is peace in the hearts of all people.

Neither treaties nor armaments bring peace — they may bring a lack of physical hostility, which is a far cry from peace.

To have the trust necessary to bring peace to the world, people must seek within themselves to meet the God from whom that inner peace comes.

Let us pray that each day more brothers and sisters will look within and find the God of peace and love. This is how we build the Kingdom of God:  with living stones that radiate the peace of God who is the keystone.

Birth Days

This is my tenth

birthday weekend, Lord


I anticipate the


celebration of it


every summer.

Ten years ago

here, at White House,


a new facet


of my life






was begun





A BIRTHING

We have so many

birthdays in our lives,


we should be


celebrating daily.

Every daily event

if fecund—




full of potential





for birthing.

The greatest birthing of all


is a continuous process,




never ceasing . . .





That is our birthing






of you in the cosmos.

We are in process.

We are continually becoming.

That’s what our pilgrimages






are all about.

And, in our becoming,

we are birthing you


into the cosmos.





Not your being,






which is beyond time







or space, but








a birthing in







the sense that






through us





you are becoming




more fully manifest



in the cosmos.

How are we making you manifest Lord?

How good are we as midwives?

We need to ponder that!

Reflections on a Winter Morning

The brown of winter hides not your gift of life.

Cedar and Pine continue to proclaim your promises.

Branches of dormant trees reach heavenward in supplication.

Life-giving water flows between distant banks.

The sun shines brightly today, though not as high as in summer.


This day reminds me of my life. The green trees are those areas of my life where your Spirit in me is visible to me and to others. the dormant trees are the stunted areas of my life. They show now outward sign of leaf, flower, or fruit; however, they remain rooted in your life-giving Spirit. They reach toward you in supplication, asking that you actualize their as yet unrealized potential.


The river symbolizes the great power you have to vitalize the roots of my dormant trees. The wind moving through the pines gives testimony to your ever-active Spirit. the Spirit calls in the sound of the wind blowing across the gaps between the doors. Its message is to listen and be open.


On this winter day, I could see more clearly the solid rock foundation your provide for this bluff upon which I walk. I know that, while I may not always see it in my life, you have provided me with a solid base upon which to build.


As I gaze toward the rising sun across the river, I ponder your gift of creation and marvel at the reality that you love me, and all you have created, so very much.

Letter to Abba, 1992

Dearest Abba,



As I sit gazing across the Mississippi on this crisp, cool morning, reflecting on my life, I realize that in terms of the life of the world, my life is less than a heartbeat. In terms of the life of the universe, it is even less. Feeling your real presence within me, and around me in the beauty of creation, I am overwhelmed by the realization that you love me and care about me to a degree beyond measure. You, the author of all that exists, care deeply about me, a seemingly insignificant speck or less in the totality of creation. Since the beginning of this universe, you have desired me. You desired me into existence across the chasm of almost immeasurable time and space. Your creativity would not be complete, and you could not rest without me. 



You desired me into existence as an interactive component of your masterpiece. With great patience, you have tried to draw me to you by my free choice. You have honored and reverenced me by respecting the free will with which you gifted me.



O, Abba, your magnificence is so beyond my meager attempts to comprehend it. Across the chasm of time ands space, you have singled me out to love passionately and completely, yet I know that this also applies to every creature in your dynamic masterpiece — every person, animal, plant, rock, molecule, and element. You love each completely, and your love draws each to achieve its measure of fullness in your plan. Each is a passionately loved, essential ingredient in creation. Your salvific plan encompasses all of this creation. All is called by love to return to you in love.



Abba, can you love an atom?  I guess you can!  Can an atom love you?  I don’t know — I assume not with the free choice with which I love you, but somehow I imagine that there is some kind of mutuality of love between you and the atom and even the subatomic particles. I read somewhere that love binds all creation together. It is love that attracts the electron to the proton and love that keeps the electron in its orbit. You are the source of that and all manifestations of love.



If you love me, and all creation, passionately, completely, and without reservation, and if your salvific message to humankind is a call to love as you love, then I need to see with new eyes. Abba, help me more clearly see your vision. Help me discern my place in it. Help me put into practice a genuine love for all creation — my brothers and sisters in all the roles to which you have assigned them.



With you, the author of love in my heart, as the center of my personal universe, empower me to love as you love:

Mary Jane, my wife,

Ginny, my daughter,

My parents, 

My siblings and their children,

Mom Stephenson and all my in-laws,

My students, coworkers, administrators, etc.

My neighbors, near and far,

Those in my spiritual support network,

All the animals and plants

The landforms, rocks, streams, molecules, elements, and subatomic particles.



Abba, help me reverence you in all, and help me remove the obstacles to my living according to your vision. Abba, help me die in union with you. As long as I live, help me live as an upright person — one who seeks to know his sins, who accepts himself as he is, and who acknowledges, without excuses, his sinfulness to you. And, Abba, always help me to seek to grow in knowledge, wisdom, and faithfulness to your vision.



Abba, I praise you;  I love you; and I thank you for my life, for your forgiveness and for your patience.









Love,









Joe
Ponder the River, 1996



How like a river is the mystery of God. One cannot fail to see the strength of the river as it flows by — deep, wide, powerful. The flowing river carves its banks, fashioning its channel in an apparently gentle manner. yet in flood times, the mighty power of its expanded breadth and depth transform the valley. At times we stand in awe of its peaceful beauty, while at other times, we marvel as it powerfully uproots and transforms that which seemed fixed and solid.



We don’t often recognize the river as it permeates the subsoil and nourishes the trees which draw that water up from the depths and use it to grow and blossom. Water is the medium that brings together sunlight, living cells, and minerals to promote life and growth through a miraculous mystery. We may understand the mechanics of this life, but we cannot fathom why it lives.



As water sustains and provides opportunities for plant growth, so God sustains us and supports countless opportunities for us to grow and blossom spiritually. God permeates all creation and brings to us the substance of life. We may know that God does this; we may feel the presence of God doing this; but we cannot fully fathom why we live in God and God lives in us.
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Jesus’ Love

Oh, Jesus,

How great is your love 




You became one of us 





To show us how to live





And how to die.

You, the spotless lamb of God

Having no guilt of your own,

Assumed the guilt of all humanity and

Offered yourself as our ransom.


Jesus, I earned the crown of thorns.


My flesh deserved to be pierced, and



It should have been my blood



That stained my face.

I deserved the lashes from the whip.

It was my flesh . . .

 


That should have been flayed . . .

My face twisted with agony.

For me, the beam was laid across your back.

For me, the nails were driven through you wrists.

For me, the nails pierced your feet.

I should have been the one straining to breathe.

I should have been the one tormented and mocked.

I should have been charged with blasphemy.

I HAVE LED A FRAUDULENT LIFE,  NOT YOU!
Through you, my sins were nailed to the cross!

Through your suffering and generous love,

      


My redemption has been bought!

Through your forgiveness of those who crucified you,

You forgave me!

Lord, though this defies comprehension, 




I know it is true.

Lord, help me to sin no more.

       


Help me be patient, generous, and loving.

Help me accept the pain and suffering entering my life

And offer it to you with love.

Lord,

            

I can never repay you; 

I can never merit what you have offered me in love.

Sinner that I am, I accept what you offer.

 

Help me be open to your will!

Lord, what do you see in me?



Do you see a fool, a self-centered hedonist who tries to rationalize sin?  Lord, I fall short of the mark so often. I’ve allowed Satan to twist my attitude toward the good creatures you’ve placed in my life so that my focus becomes blurred and shifts off of you. Sometimes my spiritual life seems to be like being on a fast-moving treadmill where I find myself running ahead but ending up behind. You certainly have cause to see me as a great incompetent and a counterfeit Christian.



My experience, though, tells me that even though I continually fall short of the mark, you haven’t given up on me. You didn’t have to will me into being, but you did. With all my shortcomings, you still wanted me to exist. You have blessed me continually, and that you didn’t have to do either. With all the evidence of your love and blessings in my life, I continue to stumble.



Do you see me as a slow-learning child?  If you do, you have more patience with me than I have with slow-learning children. Lord, help me be more attentive to you and help me learn from you and grow in patience with others and with myself.

Keep the Fire Burning



I sat on the veranda at White House this morning and saw, through the darkness and across the wide river, a flickering campfire. Some people had pitched a tend near the river’s edge yesterday evening and must have spent the night there. The flickering light seemed to be dimming as I peered through the early-morning blackness.



Suddenly, to the left of the campfire, a bright white light appeared. Someone must have turned on a powerful battery-powered lantern. It was too dark to see anything but the stationary, flickering, golden light of the fire and the jerky movement of the white lantern light. Eventually the white light came to rest with the golden light and the flickering campfire got brighter. Campfires need to be tended or they go out. One of the campers was up at 5:30 AM gathering wood in the dark to keep the fire burning. 



Aren’t our hearts and souls somewhat like campfires?  If left untended, the fires of spiritual passion can get very dim. The Light of Christ, the Spirit of Christ, resides within us like a glowing ember or coal. Encounters with cherished friends, lovers, a spiritual director, a retreat master, or a stranger can provide fuel to keep our spiritual fire burning brightly. But, each of us must be on the alert for a dimming fire. This can be difficult because it can occur so gradually it is hardly noticed. We must, figuratively,  be up at 5:30 AM discerning which experiences and encounters will provide spiritual fuel to keep our fires burning.



Often, when we are gathering fuel, we are like the camper — searching in the dark. All life experiences are potentially spiritual fuel; but in a particular moment in a time, or place in space, not all experiences are equally good fuel for all people. We must discern, as best we can, which experiences are the best fuel at a particular moment and place. When we select poorly, the fire may not flame up as we would hope, or it may produce as much smoke as light. These are leaning experiences so we might select more appropriate fuel the next time.



The eternal fire of love blazes on intensely, never dimming or flickering. We, who are created reflections of that fiery lover, have his fire living within us. The fire of our creator/lover will never leave us, but we must cooperate and bring it fuel so that we can be the light to the world we were called to be. Deprived of fuel, the eternal fire of love within us will not go out, but it may be dimmed so that others fail to see it.



I must stop this reflection now and attend to the business of gathering fuel.

Recipe for Spiritual Fire

Starter:  The eternal, glowing ember of God within our hearts.

Fuel:  Discerning and entering into life experiences pregnant with potentials.

Air:  Openness to the Holy Wind, the Holy Spirit, to enable combustion when the fuel is brought to the glowing ember in our hearts.

Hearth:  Our bodies, minds, hearts, and souls where the Ember, fuel, and Holy Wind embrace.
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