


considering the lilies

there was a time when perfection meant

that all the threaded details of my tiny sphere
would neatly fit, in all their woven tightness
and miniscule importance, within some vast
fabricated sense of things,

so that my daily garment would appear,

somehow pieced together,
and 1 would be clothed!

what vanity! clothed indeed!

since when did the creator ask for
my tiny sphere as pattern for His
vastness and possibilities?

that tiny sphere of details and plans
was nothing but busy knots and
snarls of self-importancel

oh, unwind! re-weavel

expand into the vastness of knowing
that there are no loose threads of isolation
too busy or too tight to break
for the possibilityof expanding
into that
SEAMLESS GARMENT - the pattern
He has fashioned in His wisdom

— the pattern
that custom fits each one of us

— the pattern
snug enough for comfort,
loose enough for freedom,
and so beautiful
that we are, indeed,

(considering the lilies)

gloriously arrayed in His majesty!

by Barbara Burrows




Elijah Assured

...even after standing firm in King Ahab’s presence
knowing his own magnitude as God’s messenger, God’s seer:
(assured by the promise of authority)
...even after being sustained by the humble obedience
of the widow woman with her daily handful |
of meal and a little oil: \
(assured by the promise of abundance) ;
...even after raising her precious son from death: '
(assured by the promise of Life)
...even after proving Baal barren—
the altar, bullock, wood, water—all consumed—
erased, even down to the stones and the dust:
(assured by the Promise of all promises)
Still, he fled for his life to the empty wilderness,
willing to die. g
And, still, the assurance was there!

Quietly penetrating the turmoil of his thought
that gentle question came:
“What doest thou here, Elijjah?”
And from the turmoil of his thought, the answer
“I only am left...” i
And the response? Simply the gentle, calm command,
“Go forth and stand upon the mount before the Lord.”
Go forth? Where, after all those travels?
Why, UP! Up to the uplifted thought of God!
nearer than any king’s palace
widow’s home
barren, scorched altar
or wilderness brook.
Go forth—UP to the vast mount within!

And what passed by in that holy place?
Oh, rest assured that God stayed on - stood by, firm as the
everlasting hills
while the
great and strong wind that tore at
matter’s mountains never touched the calm
. prophet on the mount
while the
earthquake threatened to shake the very
foundations of matter’s so-called earth
while the _
fire threatened to consume whatever was
left of the debris
that stillness stayed onl

And when assured that God’s stillness could not fail,
he returned to the wilderness

ready

to know the still, small voice that would

ROAR its answer to his now-meek thought.

For only the depth of his own stillness could know
the volume of that Voice!




a prayer

that you will pass on your road
the young and the old

and see neither youth nor age--
but greet in both

their youth of strength

and their age of wisdom

a prayer

that yo. will greet them, then,
as ageless brother-souls,

all of you passing greetings

of strength and of wisdom

and a prayer
that your day of birth
be celebrated

that you had no beginning
nor ending

so that your mirror
shows you not
images of dust
but

faces of eternityl
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tne garment

ne gives her his love
ancd snhne wearsg it

and they say:
how beautifully his lovs
b=comes her!

1t is a garment
glven with the
tenderness of be:innings

woven with ths
centleness cf dawn

wern in the glow of
full noontide happiness

and 1n thne
guiet restfulness of
evening pseace:

an eternal garment
worn forever

in a timeless day
of

eternsl lizht!




"Hey, man, where you comin' “rom?"

the same hypnotic question kept
repeating an- repenting,

"Hey, man, whers you comin' from?"

Then, gently, to my searchling '
thought came thig-- oo

& Massage that repeated an- repeatead--
gentler, but more Insistent that
the first: | / *

“Why believe man comes from anywhera?'" '

Cf course!
L see s0 clearly now

that man 1s not a dim, unzuided star,

revolving in vague, uncharted orbitg,
propsllad from

crowded "here" 3
to distant "there"
by human will,

To sae this is to know . :

that man dwells In a univergn
wherd collisions

are 1mpossiblal

The courss ch-rteg for him
1s carefully mapped--
planned and guided--
calculated

on the chart of Wfsdonm

that focuses on the

nere and now of

. He shares his "hars an4 now"
nowing cnly
that each "here to thepe"
¥a3 prograssive joy

knewing only

that no past “thera" to
Present hare
not on obscure dreams anA remote prom'ses could make him

of weak mortals, distant or unsurs
never to be fulfilled,

knowing only his place

a8 a radiant stapr
in the

universal crown of rcjocing!




1 see you with my eye
but 1 sense you
with my soul

and pow to
measure you
1 k:rlow not PY

often, 1 may have
poured forth
into your soul

more than you
could bear.

please forgive.,

the flow of the heart
should be

a river

whose banks

never overflow

with thoughtless tides
of needless chatter

but a

gentle stream
of quiet waters
flowing clearly,
quietly,

wilth a soft current.




"master, where dwellest thou?....he saith, come and see."(john 1:38,39)
"press on., the way 1s narrow at first, but !t expands as we wolk in it"

(my. 202:27)

thou dwellest not in straight street!
thou movest on the broad/narrow path

leading always up ward, outward.,

thy path leadeth to many mansloned dwellings.

"When ye enter a house,salute it"

thou hast a dwelling

~ broad and wide

for thou hast gzathered
light insidel

the elements of
earth are gone:
the promised glow
from them lives on

as if to gently
soothe thy soul,
thelr beauty whispers:
thou art whole!

for only wholsness
can %2ehold
creative light,
and love snfold,

and all the things
within thy sphere

that thou hast gathered
year 2y year

from far-off place
and distant land

with careful, thoughtful
love-filled hand

are head-crowned . .
ornaments of grace
that teach thaee
wisdom face to facs

that thou mizsht fesl
at journey's end
the welcomes of thy
thy homs, dear friasnd!




my life's too full
and so is yours
to think of 1life
as only walting

sitting by
a window sill
with tear-filled eyes
anticlpating

that vague someday

when all is right
and all the pleces
neatly fit

"because we've learned
to tolerate

each other's flaws
with shallow wite.

can humor file
the edges down
to fit square peg
in rounded hole?

can jugglinﬁ
of "yours and
or willingness
to play a role

"
mine"

replace the need
to really be
Just right for you
just right for me?

the scorn and sneer
and bitter sting

of judging you
can never ring

the chimes of joy
within my heart:
1 only want
your heart to sing!

and could it sing
if scorned and teased
or taunted, twisted,
forced to pleass

a fruitless joy
or selfish ease
that never fills
i1tself or me?

no sly deceit

will make me fesl
that I could take
your song from you

that song is yours--
to glve it space
i1s surest way
of loving you.

our deepest need
1s this: to know
that we are loved,
and feel it sol




the prisoner

the one walled in----condemned...
and how shall we define those walls?

the walls are the hardness of hearts,

the deliberate separation of soul from soul
by those who claim to determine
who shall be guiltless

think you, friend, this prisoner
is a prisoner you know not?

unless you stir yoursslf
and leave your prison,

you will take it with you,
and insist,

because of 1t,

that all are prilsoners
like yourself,

SO you wili not touch another
without seeing him

sentenced.

wall edt ino
condemned.

and, indeed, until all prisons
are dissolved in memory

of the heart,

it matters not how many walls
made of bricks

are torn down

since a soul
1s a prisoner
only

when the heart,
indeed,

nj1nun it




Today I came to your baclk door
cliabiag over .

tiis short, iriendly hedzs

chat divides osur howes

coday I came to your back Jdoor
raturning scaetiing horrowed,
or borrowling yet agalin---
whilch 1t was, I remsmber not.

today I came to your back door,

renemoering itow that hedgs :
needed clipping, and thinkingz,
"I must remembar that tasg," ,,

todag, I zame to your %“ack door
wsth thouzhts of hadzes

and thouznts of things borrowad,
dut returned iome with deeper thoughts

today I came to, your back door
and re-discovercd sayselfl

oy learnfng of. true bYorroaring
and bbus roturaning

cannot oorrcy ,our syapathy-
‘would wel:xnh too much, '

could not carry it houe
ro3s cvie iriendly iedgze

L4
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DAt L ean simrs a worry
wren 1t 1s batha2ad in your c¢o:apazsion:
{ T yaur conpassion iz li-htness,
and lizHKtens my worry.
!
todny © came Lo your Laclk door
and e Lurned, proalsin: nyssels
To trinl Che ledge oa wy side,
ard to thank you fcr always
naving your side teicuredl




