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scnOENFFnG 

Deep i s the s o r row which nm, s urro unds me. 
Once mO l"e I e nter, Lord ! into thy house. 
LJ11':::; ~, <'!. s t h e journey, 
-I"Br y tn.)' limbs now. 
Itp t y 8.'-- 2 the altars , 

The oni~ fullness is grief. 

::'j;T thirc, ~y tongue lor..gs for "Tine. 

Hard w~s the strug gle, 

Stiff is my arm. 


Gr ant swee t rest to falter i ng footst e ps , 

To. mouths t h at h un ge r for bread~ 


He ak is my b r eath, c a lling fo r th a dream. 

Emp ty are my hands and fev e re d my mouth. 


Lend me t hy coo l n ess> q' U1C.~ the b rnin~. 


Relieve t h is hoping; sen d ·:::hy ligh t! 

Deep in my h e ar t f l ames still g l mV' . 

Deep f r om ,·J1. thin me COEles a e.y • •. 

Ki ll a ll t he lon gin g! Heal th e wounds: 

Take s.y l ove , f,r ant me t h y joy; 


En truckun 8 

I feel w{nd from other planets . 

The f a ces that once tur n ed to me in f riendship a re nmJ in dar}:ncss . 

ctrangely , p a lely glov] i n g . 


l\ud t r e es and paths I loved hav e paled until I scar cely know them 

And thou , light and beloved shadmv? 

Ca use of all my sorrow , 

ar t now dissolved in deep b urning flames. 


After t he strug gle and t he wild c on f usion, 

011 . to c ome once more in ho ;.y awe and yearnin g; . 

I l o s e my s elf in tones , 

Circling, weaving, in ground l ess thanks , 

An d na~eless pra i ses. 

r·i.y soul gi v es itself to this great space. 


A mi ghty ~.,ind oVerwh elms me. 

R'.1.sh i n g , s~.;re eplng ov er sacre d groun d 

~~bere ! spent \v i t h pas sion , p rayin g tV'omen wee p in the dust . 


Th e n I see miGty c l ouds ris i n g illLO the sun- f illed , glowi ng h e ave n s , 

beyond dist a 71 t mountain passes. 

The gro un d beneath shudde rs white and soft like curds. 

I cli~b over vast chasms . I feel mysel f soaring abov e the f u rthest c l ouds , 

Throu~l crystalline i nfin i t y I rise. 

I a m an ember of the ho ly f i r e. 

I am on ly an echo o f the holy voice. 



