AFFORDING

One upon a time I lived in the land of Affluence,

where the question, “Can I afford it?” meant, “Do I have the money?”

Since I usually did – or knew I would –

I could afford to stockpile earth’s transformed substances

along the walls and down the halls, and on the floors

and in the closets, basements, attics and garages of ever larger homes.

Then one day I left the land of Affluence,

and I no longer had the money with which to accumulate the stuff that I once did.

The word “affording” has a different meaning for me now.

When I see some thing I think I want, I ask myself:

Can I afford the time and energy required

to respect, appreciate and take good care of this new thing?

For if this thing’s not worthy of my respect, appreciation, and good care, 

why buy it?

Or if it is thus worthy,

but I won’t have or take the time and energy

to give it what it’s worth,

why have it?

My wallet and my waist are slimmer now.

Less of me is given to consumption of the earth as artifact.

The more of me thus made available

enjoys a newfound life in the land of Plenty:

abundant time and energy,

enough of people and of things to fulfill my desires to have and give respect,

to appreciate and be appreciated, to care and be cared for,

and abundant opportunity to enjoy what still remains

of Earth not yet transformed by human hands.

ANTICIPATION

There is someone I love utterly,

someone I appreciate as deeply

as the greatest love I've ever felt for me,

someone who's worth trading

the habits of my petty self

for the sharing of my holy self.

There is someone with whom there are

no secrets hidden in my soul,

no indecision in my heart,

no friction in my mind,

no deception on my tongue.

There is someone with whom,

no matter when or where,

I yearn to express totally

the what and why and how and who

I am.

I am fortunate to love myself enough,

at last,

to have just as much left over for another.

I hope we find each other soon.

NO COMPARISON
I'd like to stop comparing

myself with other people.

Comparing has become   

a heavy burden on my soul.

I can always think of ways

that I am 'better' than another,

but others are always 'better'

than I in some ways, too,

and the 'better' seen in others

seems more certain.

Comparing always leaves me

feeling a deficit.

I can always find at least one person

'better' than I am

in any given quality,

and this is never fully compensated

by my estimate of others

who are 'not as good' as I.

I feel each quality

begin to die in me

whenever I compare it

with that quality in others.

There are so many more

of others than of me,

that comparing myself to them

is a game I only lose.

I would no longer overlook 

that other people are for loving,

however they may be,

not for comparing.

EROSION

(THE ECOLOGY OF SPIRIT)

     When I behold a rock 

     I also see the soil 

     that the rock shall one day be,

     the ground of lifekind's future offspring.

     When I contemplate the air

     I imagine the trillions of other creatures

     who also have been, are, and will be

     breathing it to life.

     When I observe the planet's waters

     I remember that my body,

     like the substance of all other earthly creatures,

     consists mostly of this ever-flowing 

     re-life-cycling liquid.

     When I gaze at human fabrications,

     I marvel at the fact 

     that almost all of them are made

     from substances that formerly had life.

     Nearly everything that passes through my hands

     has either been a part of something living

     or one day will be.

     I sometimes contemplate the things that come to hand, 

     to remember or to speculate about

     their once-upon-a-time and future life.

     Former lifekind fuels my car,

     clothes my body,

     heats my home,

     while lifekind yet to be

     lies dormant in nearly all that I cast off.

     Nothing in my world is fully dead.

     Like the rain, life falls in one place 

     to rise elsewhere in another.

     And wherever I see life that is no longer or not yet,

     I glimpse my own immortality.

THE FIELD OF PLAY  

Until the Original Moment 

when space and time began

God had no room for movement.

     And so it was

      in the beginning

     that God spoke the Word:

          "Let a cosmic playground be,

            where all that is may know enjoyment

            by taking itself lightly."

Thus was the Field of Play 

brought into Being.

Seeing this as good, 

God said,

"Now let there be amongst the play

some time of rest from playing."

Hence began the periodic darkness,

whose service is enhancement of the light.

This, too, God saw as good.

"Now let the Field of Play be filled with players,"

God decreed,

and the procession of life began.

Seeing, still, that all was good,

God finally declared,

"From amongst the players

let those come forth

whose game it is to write their own script."

Eventually the Field of Play

emerged as you and me,

         and we, 

         God said,

are also very good,

good enough to write our scripts





        forever.

FINDING

I no longer seek

someone to love 

and be loved by,

lest I be looking 

somewhere else

when we could both 

be found.

THE GURGLE

I touched the endless thread of time one day while sitting in the middle of a stream.  I had been enjoying the autumn countryside, marveling at how gracefully the day was ebbing into twilight, and the summer into winter's time.  I, too, faced a coming darkness, a cold time in the journey of my soul.

An hour's walk along the stream had loosed my mind of churning over memories of doings and events whose working out now tumbled me toward the dreaded valley of the shadow.  My attention had been drawn from past mistakes and future dread to an island just my size, a rock parting the waters of a wide place in the stream.  The presence of that stationary island made me wonder where the flowing waters tended: whence were they falling, and where would they arise to fall again?

The water made a gurgling sound as invisible as a candle's flame is silent, and I recalled a clear, dark night in early childhood when I first realized that the burning of a star is like the Earth beneath my feet, becoming grass becoming cows becoming milk becoming me becoming . . .

I made my way into the stream, sat on the island just my size, and fixed my eyes upon the place where water was being tumbled over a rock that rested next to mine.  I watched the gurgle for some time, only to find it timeless--it was just there, in contrast to the ever-moving water that sustained it.  Gurgles are timeless as long as water is on time, ceaselessly flowing to where it comes from.

I stuck my finger in the gurgle, and modified its timeless tune somewhat, but for no more than the duration of one finger.  Like the water, I was passing through.  Yet something in me yearned to stay there with the gurgle, so I replaced my finger with a large stone.  Now the tune was altered for the duration of a rock, more enduring than my finger but less presumptuous than a pyramid.

As I contemplated leaving, never to return, I wondered if the gurgle would ever be visited by the same water twice.  And then I heard an invisible silence, gurgling deep within:

                     Don't ask me where I'm going

                        no one can really say,

                    though I've already been there

                        I'm always on the way.

                     My journey's never finished

                         as onward I ascend,

                       from end of my beginning

                       to beginning of my end.

                   Don't ask me where I come from,

                      the answer's near and far,

                      as recent as this moment,

                        as distant as a star.

                     My here is made of elsewhere

                   that elsewhere flows through me,

                    some ashes from a far-off sun,

                         destination: galaxy.

                   Don't ask how long I'll be here,

                       we'll never really know.

                        The only thing eternal

                  is the now through which we flow.

             If you look downstream to see what's passed,

                     or behind for future's clue,

                you'll miss the beat the heavens keep

                     as they go dancing through.

HOLD MY HAND

Hold my hand,

walk with me through this land.

The journey’s much too grand

to stand alone.

So much to see,

so much to do and be,

too much for you and me

to leave undone.

Too much for you and me

to leave undone.

Where we tend, 

our paths may always blend,

though never to depend,

or bend our flow.

And when we rest,

each sleeping will be blessed

by a gentleness expressed

next to our own.

By a gentleness expressed

next to our own.

Each day we rise

with new light in our eyes,

new life,  new love to prize,

new ties to bind.

And where we go

We will travel in the glow

of  the kindness that we know

and grow through time;

of  the kindness that we know

and grow through time.

HOPES AND EXPECTATIONS

Please do not believe me

if ever I should say that you've upset me.

Sometimes I forget the true source of my feelings.

You cannot make me sad,


impatient,


angry,

or otherwise dis-eased.

Only a hope or expectation of you on my part,

which you have not fulfilled,

can move me thus.

I am too human

to be without hopes and expectations,

and I am also much too human

to live always in the knowing

that my hopes and expectations

have no claim upon your being.

So if I say that you've upset me,

please forgive me for attempting 

to disinherit my own self's creation of my pain.

And please do not ignore my deeper message:


I care enough about you


to include you in my hopes and expectations.

INVESTMENT

The universe has made

a tremendous investment in you.

For billions of years

countless trillions of events 

occurred on Earth in such a way 

that one day

the person known as you fulfilled its own possibility.

Some of these events were large ones,

like the accumulation of atmosphere.

Most were small, 

like the chain of matings

that networked their way forward 

from the origin of lifekind

through billions of links

to express just now as you.

Flowers blossom, 

trees branch, 

Earth peoples.

Like a blade of grass,

you came out of this world,

as well as into it.  

Your existence is the current fruit

of billions of lifetimes 

that successfully continued 

until here and now

the universe also emerges through you.

LIFEKIND FOREVER

In the beginning 

(scientific version)

Earth was a sterile sphere 

of boiling oceans and barren rock.  

No living thing drew breath, 

nor moved upon the face of the deep, 

until the spark of serial immortality was struck, 

commanding: "let there be life."  

             

And there was life.  

Earth's rock steadily eroded

while the soil of that erosion brought forth fruit.  

Lifekind flourished, 

and transformed Earth's barren surface 

to a thriving global household.

Should lifekind exist elsewhere among the stars, 

there also it must take exception 

to the usual way of things.  

The ordinary course of events is dissipation: 

    burning up, 

    wearing out, 

    running down,           

    becoming less...  

while lifekind increases. 

The command to bring forth life 

is stronger than our anti-lifekind blunderings.  

We have the power to eliminate many species

including, perhaps, our own. 

Yet the power of lifekind overall 

is greater than any force that we unleash.

Lifekind continues to flourish in 

   Hiroshima, 

   Nagasaki,           

   Alamagordo 

   and Bikini. 

LOVE'S PRAYER

May the stream of my love,

in all its depth and fullness,

flow unceasingly from me to thee.

 May no winds of impatience

 blow upon its waters.  

 May no ripple of unkindness

 mar its surface.  

 May no storm of hostility

 disturb its depths.  

 May no sediment of deception

 choke its course.  

 May the joy I share with you

 be unrestrained.  

 May my sorrow with you

 know no bitterness.  

 And may the streams of both our lovings be absorbed   

 in the never-ending ocean of God's grace.
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LOVING ARMS


Nobody has ever wished



   that someone else's arms



   were embracing his or her beloved.



What greater proof have we than this



   that one's own arms



   are the most loving arms one knows?



Yet imagine how alone we all would be 



   if we could fully experience our loving arms



   without embreacing another.

MATTERS OF CONSEQUENCE
Whenever you feel insignificant,

       remember that you are energy mattering.

And just how much do you matter?

      Since energy can neither be created nor destroyed,

      without your energy

      the universe would be less than complete.

And what choice do you have in this matter? 

      Should you decide to matter little,

      the universe would still be no less whole.

      Yet only when you decide to matter much


          is the universe you fill     





          full filled. 

MID-FLIGHT REPAIRS 

We see ourselves as broken, and then set out on a long and frustrating journey to fill our emptiness. But it is not fixing that we require; it is awakening. -Alan Cohen
~~~~~~~

I recently heard of a pilot

who had to repair his aircraft in mid-flight

because he had no place to land.

How like my life this is:

I do not wish to terminate its flight,

so here I am, making repairs, somewhere above the ground.

The airborne pilot had an apparent advantage over me.

Airplanes come with repair manuals that tell you what to do.

I have no manual to instruct me in the task

of fixing my life while in mid-course.

And I have found no one else who surely knows 

what action I should take

when my choices turn out wrongly,

when other people let or get me down,

when I am the occasion of another’s pain,

when so many of my efforts go unrewarded,

when things that I hope for don’t come true,

when my spirit,

my dreams,

my faith,

my life

all seem to be broken.

At times like this,

when I feel and find me out of tune with a life I mean to enjoy

and/or a life that I had anticipated  would be otherwise,

my only guide is the life that I am living in this moment.

At times like this I find it far wiser to go

where my own flow is leading me

than to follow someone else’s what-to-do.

When I cease to resist the consequences of my past,

when I let go of shattered expectations for this day and tomorrow,

when I freely accept the opportunities 

that the near and how of present moments offer

my life repairs itself.

MY TRUE COMPANION
I have a true companion

whose company I would never be without.

This companion,

not quite sure how to relate to me,

wavers back and forth between acceptance and rejection.

Sometimes my companion is a friend,

   sometimes  an enemy.

Sometimes my companion treats me lovingly,

   sometimes hurtfully.

And sometimes my companion treats me with indifference.

Why do I consider this companion to be true?

Who do I treasure such fickle company?

Because there is one way

that my companion never ceases to be faithful:

everywhere I go,

here I am.

NO CONTEST

I am the only one of me

the universe shall ever see.

At being who I am

I have no rival.

But at being other than who I am,

I am no one else's equal.

Only when myself

is all I try to be

is my life no contest.

NO FAULT DIVORCE

Oil and water do not mix,

a situation which

no vow of union may transform.

Yet it does not occur to us

to blame the oil or the water,

nor does either blame the other.

ONE SONG

"What is this universe?" I asked

 of physicists, astronomers and others 

who strive daily to penetrate its depths and breadths.

They told me of wondrous things,

of energies, of velocities 

and of distances measured only by time that I don't have.

And they told me about stars that have long since ceased to shine,

but whose prior light still serves to guide mariners in the dark.

Since I am a mariner myself,

constrained to find my way on life's uncharted sea,

I thought:


"perhaps the stars have guidance for me, too.


I shall consult them face to face."


And thus it was I found myself beneath a starry night,


surrounded by the rhythms of rustling stalks of corn,


of crickets and of other night-time celebrants.

I watched and listened far and long,

and marveled that a guiding star,

though dead, perhaps, two thousand years

could trustingly be followed by those who seek direction.

I consulted with the galaxies,

until I recognized that the sparkling far above

was echoing

in the pulsing melodies of the celebrants below.

"What is this universe?"


The answer to my question came


in four-part harmony:



S elves, in unison with 


 
 O thers, re-creating



  N ature and fulfilling nature's



    G od.

UNI-

           VERSE

is

ONE                            SONG

THE OTHER ONE

You are not the One

who brings meaning to my life.

You are the one

to whom I wish to bring my life's meaning.

THE PROBLEM

I am the source of all the problems

that I have ever had,

ever do have,

ever will have,

ever can have.

Other people cannot be my problem.

Only my relationship with them can be my problem.

Problems occur in the way people relate,

not in who they are.

Problems exist in unworkable relationships,

not in the persons relating.

As long as I contribute

to relationships that don't work for me

it is I who am the creator of my problem.

My work cannot be my problem.

Only the way I participate in my work

can be a problem for me.

As long as I continue 

to experience it as a problem,

it is I who hold my work in a problem space.

For every problem there are two solutions:

cease contributing to what doesn't work,

or be satisfied with what does. 

As long as my attention is focused 

on whatever works for me

I know not what a problem even looks like.

No condition of the world is a problem that is solvable by me. 

Only my condition in the world is subject to my solution.

The only conditions that are mine to deal with 

are conditions that I can master.

And only one condition 

has been made available

for mastery by Noel McInnis:

the condition of Noel McInnis.

THE PROMISE  

Three thousand were communing

while seated in their pews,

passing trays of wine from hand to hand.

I decided this was so impersonal

that I let myself get out of touch

with what was going on.

I just stared,

detachedly,

at the little glass of wine held in my hand.

I noticed the reflection of the lights from overhead

dancing on the surface of the wine.

No matter how I tried,

this dance could not be stilled.

Held lightly,

or held tightly,

the glass conveyed my heartbeat to the wine.

I placed the glass upon the pew,

and only as it sat there out of touch,

detached,

did the light's reflection become still.

And at my slightest touch

the sparkling dance resumed.

A Presence then took hold of me,

and with the others I partook The Promise:

an infinite and everlasting dance

for those who do not set themselves apart.

PUZZLE PIECE 

Today I'm feeling incomplete,

wondering what my finished puzzle is,

longing for a box whose cover shows

a pre-existing picture of my life.

Fitful


about feeling fitless, 

I seek to match the contour of my life

against the unknown nextness

that edges in on me.

I am alternately frightened and excited,

knowing that the larger pattern yearned for

will build upon the shape I give this day.

RECIPE FOR STANDING IN LOVE

How to fall in love is widely known;

  love's trip sprawls new victims every day.

How to stand in love is scarcely understood;

  few people even think to ask the question.

Whether I fall in love or stand,

  love's ingredients are the same;

  the difference depends upon their preparation.

If I would stand in love, I must prepare love thus:

  replace the pressure-cooker of future-binding vows

  with commitments that lend themselves to stirring;

  for heat of passion

  substitute the simmering of emotions

  to see which ones evaporate;

  serve the one I love

  generous helpings of the remainder;

  above all,

  spread love's banquet hall with leisure . . .

my love,

like water,

always falls

where there is inclination

to be hasty.

RE-CREATION 

(a.k.a.  Salvation)          

So precious to the Presence

is every bit of  the creation

that even the least of these 

is eternally conserved.

Matter may be transformed

    (sometimes into energy),

and energy may be transformed 

    (sometimes into matter), 

but neither the essence of one atom 

nor of a single quantum

can be parted from the universe.

Like the hairs upon our heads,

like blades of grass and falling sparrows,

even the smallest vibrations are catalogued

in the all-embracing inventory of the Presence.

So cherished by the Presence is Its Creation

that each and every bit of It is saved.

RESOVOLUTION

I thought that never would there be

someone I loved enough

that I would also love myself enough

to purge my soul of so many shadows

that dim its pure white radiance.

I was wrong

Even before I looked up to see

the woman who sat down across from me

I sensed


"This one is very special."

Her smile confirmed it:

There beamed a childhood less diminished

than any other I've yet known.

My soul yearned to know hers at first sight,

but was not free to do so.

Shackled by pretenses of the mind,


                    defenses of the psyche,


                    reflexes of the flesh,

the most loving impulse ever felt by me toward another

languished,

anguished

in immobility.

But from this anguish came resolve:

my life's aim from that day forward has been

to cease pretenses,

crumble defenses,

transcend reflexes.

The shackles are coming off,

and the pure white radiance of my soul

is dissolving walls of fear-cast shadow

that constrain me from without.

I, too, shall beam a special message

until one day my light shines

upon a soul that's free to resonate with mine.

And the orbits of our double star

shall embrace the universe.

RESPONSE ABILITY

One day I asked my teacher

for instruction about giving.

"Observe this pail of water," I was told,

  as my teacher turned the bucket upside down.

And I observed:

Only to give is to become empty.

"Please," I then requested,

"instruct me in receiving."

"Observe this pail of water," I was told,

  as my teacher added stones

  until the bucket's water was displaced.

And I observed:

Only to receive is likewise to become empty.

"Now teach me about giving and receiving,"

I implored.

"Observe this pail of water," I was told,

  and I did for several days.

  Nothing was poured forth from the bucket,

  nor was anything added to it,

  yet eventually the water was all gone.

And I observed:

Neither to give, nor to receive, 

is once again to become empty.

"What more is there to know of giving and receiving?"

I inquired. 

"Observe this pail of water," I was told,

  as my teacher added stones

  until the bucket's water reached the brim.

And I observed:

To share some of my fullness 

is to become that much less empty.

THE SECRET OF 

ENDURING LOVE

Remain forever each

while becoming

both and one

derful.

SOMETHING NEW

Nothing new under the sun?

You are proof this is not so.

No matter what's been done before,

or thought before,

you are the one 

who is doing and thinking right now.

Never before has the universe happened 

just the way you do.

There is always something new under the sun

whenever someone new is doing it.

In your life and through your hands

the universe is taking shapes it's never had before.

SOUL TEARS  

Water, 

when heated sufficiently,

is moved to steam.         

                              


When my soul is warmed sufficiently,

                              


I am moved to tears.

Steam does not mean

that water is damaged.

                              


These tears signify no pain.

Steam does not mean

that water is sorrowful.

                              


These tears are not a cry for sympathy.   

Steam is not

a sign of weakness.

                              


These are not a cry-baby's tears.

Steam is not

a sign of virtue.

                             


 These tears merit no award.

Steam is water 

at its purest.

                              


These tears are the white light

                             
 

of all my emotions vibrating as one.

Water,

when heated sufficiently,

escapes its container.

                              


When my soul is warmed sufficiently,

                              


the cup of my living water

                              


runneth over.

TO BE OF CONSEQUENCE

I am

something new under the sun,

happening as no one else is happening--

a unique gift of the Universe,

a one-of-a-kind blessing to the Earth.

I seek

to fully know the gift I am,

to utterly express the blessing I am.

I yearn

to share and serve with those who know about themselves

what I know about myself:

           I am here to be of consequence, 

           to be more than my parents' child,

           mere outcome of the latest in a series of matings

           between persons almost all of whom I never knew,

           and none of whom I can ever know

           as well as I already know myself.

           I am here to be of consequence,

           to be more than a reaction or response

           to other people and institutions

           whose self-appointed or established purpose

           is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me 

           to a pre-existing set of expectations.

           I am here to be of consequence,

           to be more than an extension 

           of prevailing trends and fashions,

           of teachings, preachments and ideologies,

           of wisdom handed down,

           of reasons handed over,

           of meanings that last only for a season.

           I am here to be of consequence,

           to be more than the caretaker

           of the things that I possess,

           the thoughts that I profess,

           and the feelings that I express.

           More than all of these,

           I am here to be my own consequence,

           to be all that became possible 

           when the universe chose to be itself

           as me.

TWO WAYS

There are two ways these days

to find your livelihood.

The conventional way 

is to look at all the slots that have been designed 

by those who have worked out their life before,

and, choosing one of these,

to then endure the maze of preparations

designed to shape you into it as well.               

This is the way of those who are content

to have their livelihood sustain

what little else of their life remains.

The unconventional way 

is to look into yourself,

to nurture what you find most worthy there,

and to grow it into some of the unfilled space 

that others have not pre-destined.

Life has always ample room for one more space.

And since all spaces represent the trace of some event,

why not begin to fill a space

evented by no one's occupation save your own?

This is the way of those who are not content

until their livelihood and life are one.

UNCERTAINTY PRINCIPLE

Our Age of Ambiguity

was heralded by the discovery

that the motion of atomic particles

cannot be fully comprehended:

determining their course of travel

inevitably changes their speed.

The metaphysics of shifts in consciousness 

is no more certain than the physics of quantum leaps.

Should we attempt to determine love's velocity


(how much do you love me?)

then loving's flow will tend elsewhere to go.

Or should we attempt instead to plot love's course


  (will you always love me?)

we shall only take our sails out of its wind.

The ultimate science, 

whether of motion or emotion,

is the art of just being with 

what is.

UNREASONABLE LOVE

In the beginning

reasons to love are numerous.

Such love is short-lived.

for in time

reasons not to love

are found to be more numerous.

So long as I have reasons for loving,

I love until it hurts.

When my loving exists for no reason at all,

I love until it stops hurting.

Only love that has no reason

has no season.

WALLS

The walls I place between myself and others

have many textures:

blame,

self-pity,

busy-work,

competition,

saving the world,

cynicism,

the turn off (or on),

the put down,

and many more.

I erect walls to keep out

criticism,

hurt,

disappointment,

let-downs,

and the like –

yet all to no avail.

My defenses, meant to keep out others,

only keep me in,

where I fester in my failure

to exclude from my awareness

their unwanted views

Though I may one day pound against my walls

in order to get out,

I yet again shall not avail,

for such beholding of my walls is only half.

I can liberate myself only as I also understand

that my walls yield from the other side.

There is no getting out

without a letting in.

********************

The walls I place between myself and others

have many textures:

self-pity,

busy-work,

saving the world,

cynicism,

the turn on,

and many more.

I build walls to keep out

criticism,

hurt,

disappointment, 

let-downs,

and the like –

yet all to no avail.

One day I discover that my defenses,

meant to keep out others,

only keep me in.

I began to pound against my walls,

yet again to no avail,

for my understanding of walls was only half. 

I could not get out until I also understood

that my walls yield to me from the other side.

There is no getting out

without a letting in.
WE

Before you

I had merely heard tell

 of the Law of Complementarity.

Now

we are

that Law.

WE ARE LIVING IN OUR CHILDREN'S HOME

     Earth is a single household.

     The planet's winds and waters see to that, 

     so interlinked are they

     that each square mile of earthly surface

     contains some stuff from every other mile.

     Some say the winds alone

     carried topsoil from the 1930's Dust Bowl

     three times around the Earth

     before the atmosphere was cleansed of it.

     Today, Earth's soiled air disseminates

     exhaust of billions of tailpipes and chimneys, 

     while the global network of her waterways

     spreads other human waste around the planet.

     As we alter thus the content of Earth's atmosphere,

     and tamper with the chemistry of her waters,

     we take her life into our hands 

     along with all lifekind that's yet to come.

     Earth is a single household,

     but the homestead is not ours;

     we are only visitors

     in the living room of those about to follow,

     caretakers of the hospitality

     and shelter that our children's home affords.

     Our children,

     not ourselves, 

     are the earthly homestead's host,

     and we are but their household's privileged guests.      

     Why then do we abuse their mansion so,

     as if we had the right to wreck their residence?

     What have they and their children done

     to earn a life of struggling

     to restore what we've undone?

     Of what crimes do we hold Earth's children guilty,

     that we sentence them to life at such hard labor? 

     And what are we doing to our children's living room,

     as we trample, scrape and pave its carpet bare?

     Our children ask the Earth for bread.

     Are we giving them a stone?

WHO'S TO FOLLOW?

I no longer seek

someone to take me home.

I am home,

even when I have no house

to put me in.

I no longer seek

to take another home.

My love will be reciprocated

only when another who is also home

chooses here to be.

WINDOWS

Each of us looks out of a window

that others can only look into.

Thus I cannot clearly see

nor fully understand

the space you occupy.

Yet, even though

I cannot be there with you,

I am gladly with you

while you are there.

YOU 'N' I VERSE

Whenever you feel insignificant

remember

that you are energy

mattering.

Just how much do you matter?

Since energy can neither be

created nor destroyed,

without your energy

the universe would be

less than complete.

And what choice do you have in this matter? 

Should you decide to matter little,

the universe would still be no less whole.

Yet only when you decide to matter much

is the universe you fill     

full filled.


