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I am too alone in the world, yet not alone enough
to make each hour holy.
I am too small in the world, yet not small enough
to be simply in your presence, like a thing–just as it is.

I want to know my own will
and to move with it.
And I want, in the hushed moments
when the nameless draws near,
to be among the wise ones–or alone.

I want to mirror your immensity.
I want never to be too weak or too old
to bear the heavy, lurching image of you.

I want to unfold.
Let no place in me hold itself closed,
for where I am closed, I am false.
I want to stay clear in your sight.

I would describe myself
like a landscape I’ve studied
at length, in detail:
like a word I’m coming to understand;
like a pitcher I pour from a mealtime;
like my mother’s face;
like a ship that carried me
when the waters raged.

~Rainer Maria Rilke, Rilke’s Book of Hours: Love Poems to God, 1905
Translated by Anita Barrows & Joanna Macy
 Riverhead Books: New York, ©2005



Psalm 17:1-8
Hear me, Lord, my plea is just;
    listen to my cry.
Hear my prayer—
    it does not rise from deceitful lips.
Let my vindication come from you;
    may your eyes see what is right.
Though you probe my heart,
    though you examine me at night and test me,
you will find that I have planned no evil;
    my mouth has not transgressed.
Though people tried to bribe me,
    I have kept myself from the ways of the violent
    through what your lips have commanded.
My steps have held to your paths;
    my feet have not stumbled.
I call on you, my God, for you will answer me;
    turn your ear to me and hear my prayer.
Show me the wonders of your great love,
    you who save by your right hand
    those who take refuge in you from their foes.
Keep me as the apple of your eye;
    hide me in the shadow of your wings

Prayer: 

O Lord, you are my Lord and my God,
yet I have never seen you.
You have created and redeemed me,
and have conferred on me all my good,
yet I know you not.
I was created in order that I might know you,
but I have not yet attained the goal of my creation.
I confess, O Lord, and give you thanks,
that you have created me in your image,
so that I might be mindful of you
and contemplate you and love you.
I seek not to understand in order that I may believe;
rather, I believe in order that I may understand.

~Saint Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109)


