
  Psalm 139 
Lord, you have searched me and known me; 
you understand everything I do; 
you are closer to me than my thoughts. 
You see through my selfishness and weakness, 
into my inmost self. 
There is not one corner of my mind 
that you do not know completely. 
You are present before me, behind me, 
and you hold me in the palm of your hand. 
Such knowledge is too awesome to grasp: 
so deep that I cannot fathom it. 
 
Where can I go from your spirit? 
Where can I flee from your presence? 
If I take the wings of the morning 
and fly to the ends of the sea, 
even there your hand will guide me 
and your spirit will give me strength. 
If I rise to heaven, I meet you; 
if I lie down in hell, you are there: 
if I plunge through the fear of the terrorist 
or pierce through the rapist’s rage, 
you are there, in your infinite compassion, 
and my heart rejoices in your joy. 
 
You fashioned my inward parts; 
you knit me in my mother’s womb. 
My soul was not hidden from you 
when I was being formed in secret, 
woven in the depths of the world. 
How can I keep from praising you? 
I am fearfully and wonderfully made, 
and all your works are marvelous. 
Your eyes saw all my actions; 
they were written down in your book; 
all my days were created 
before even one of them was. 
 
How measureless your mind is, Lord; 
it contains inconceivable worlds 
and is vaster than space, than time. 
If ever I tried to fathom it, 
I would be like a child counting 
the grains of sand on a beach. 
Search me, Lord; test me 
to the depths of my inmost heart. 
Root out all selfishness from me 
and lead me in eternal life. 
 
(From: A Book of Psalms by Stephen Mitchell)

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
God speaks to each of us as he makes us 
then walks with us silently out of the night. 
 
These are the words we dimly hear: 
 
You, sent out beyond your recall, 
go to the limits of your longing. 
Embody me. 
 
Flare up like flame 
and make big shadows I can move in. 
 
Let everything happen to you:   
beauty and terror. 
Just keep going.  No feeling is final. 
Don’t let yourself lose me. 
 
Nearby is the country they call life. 
You will know it by its seriousness. 
 
Give me your hand. 
 
(From: The Book of Hours, Love Poems 
to God    I,5 by Rilke, Translated by Anit 
Barrows and Joanna Macy) 
 

  



BEANNACHT 
For Josie 
 
On the day when 
the weight deadens 
on your shoulders 
and you stumble, 
may the clay dance 
to balance you. 
 
And when your eyes 
freeze behind 
the gray window 
and the ghost of loss 
gets in to you, 
may a flock of colors, 
indigo, red, green 
and azure blue 
come to awaken in you 
a meadow of delight. 
 
When the canvas frays 
in the curach of thought 
and a stain of ocean 
blackens beneath you, 
 
may there come across the waters 
a path of yellow moonlight 
to bring you safely home. 
 
May the nourishment of the earth be 
yours, 
may the clarity of light be yours, 
may the fluency of the ocean be yours, 
may the protection of the ancestors be 
yours. 
 
And so may a slow 
wind work these words 
of love around you, 
an invisible cloak 
to mind your life. 
      

John O’Donohue 
 

 

If God said, 

“Rumi, pay homage to everything 
that has helped you 
enter my arms,” 
there would not be one experience  
   of life, 
not one thought, not one feeling, 
not any act, I  
would not 
bow 
to. 

     
  

 Rumi, in Love Poems to God, 
Ladinsk 
 
 
 
 
 
On many an idle day have I grieved 
over lost time. 
But it is never lost, my lord. 
Thou hast taken every moment of my 
life in thine own hands. 
 
Hidden in the heart of things 
thou art nourishing seeds into 
sprouts, buds into blossoms, 
and ripening flowers into fruitfulness. 
 
I was tired and sleeping on my idle bed 
And imagined all work had ceased. 
In the morning I woke up 
and found my garden full with 
wondrous flowers. 
 
     
 Tagore, in Gitanjali  


