
Gift 

 

Jesus, You taught no religion, no politics. 

You abolished every commandment but love, 

which is the ruthless law of softening  

the borders, melting the boundaries  

between the eye, the gaze, and the other. 

When you live like this they arrest you 

because you are an anarchist of joy 

with fiery dark tears. 

They grind your heart like a scarlet poppy 

until your fragrance fills their garden. 

Their own children forget them,  

yet remember You. 

Their children's children become wanderers, 

searching for your flower 

whose savor still makes them tremble. 

Finally You return, not as the other, seen, 

but the one who dwells in the blackness  

before knowing, 

where in-breath and out-breath merge. 

Now the grinding is complete. 

It was You who crushed us  

and You who were crushed. 

This is the gift of the winemaker 

to the grapes. 

 

As You Awaken 

 

As you awaken, just before  

the mind of yesterday falls   

like a net of stones behind your eye, 



be weightless. 

Be Presence without a story. 

How your soul looks in that mirror 

when it sees itself! 

What gets you out of bed, 

dancing like a wild purple iris  

in the breeze of your inhalation! 

It doesn’t matter at all 

what you will do for a living today. 

The priceless jewel is just living. 

It doesn’t matter at all 

how much money you will make today. 

Your body is more precious than sunlight. 

Your sternum is beaten from finer gold. 

Whether you feed the multitudes today 

or only wash the dishes 

makes no difference at all. 

What matters is to plunge  

down the stem of this unfolding  

meditation flower, 

to follow the thunderbolt in your backbone 

all the way home to silence, 

and drop the terrible fairy tale 

of last week’s anger. 

The mirage of sorrow vanishes 

in the sky of your chest, 

empty and blue. 

Love doesn’t need a story. 

 

Pronouns 

 

You taught me the language of love. 



Ishq Allah Ma’bud Allah! 

You taught me the word for “heart.” 

Thank you, 

though my grammar is confused. 

The pronouns bewilder me - 

mine, yours, ours, Hers - 

like gestures of my own face 

in shattered glass, shards sparkling  

 

with the color of silence, 

night’s savory plasma 

pulsing with a ceaseless exchange 

of sighs, blood, lips, and silences. 

Have I fallen into the black mirror,  

the square that can only be circled  

by a wound? 

And always, always the gaze  

of that Other whose exhalation  

is both of us. 

Stars Her tears, or yours, or mine, 

caught on silken webs of grief. 

To whom shall I tell my secret? 

Ishq Allah Ma’bud Allah. 

God is love, lover and beloved. 
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