
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 grey window
And the ghost of loss
Gets into you,
May a flock of colours,
Indigo, red, green
And azure blue,
Come to awaken in you
A meadow of delight

When the canvas frays
In the currach 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 oceans 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 you life.



“For God so loved the world, that he gave his only
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him
should not perish, but have everlasting life.”

We love him, because he first loved us.”
(John 3:16, 1 John 4:19)


