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Allow 
 

There is no controlling life. 
Try corralling a lightning bolt, 
containing a tornado. Dam a 
stream and it will create a new 
channel. Resist, and the tide 
will sweep you off your feet. 
Allow, and grace will carry 
you to higher ground. The only 
safety lies in letting it all in – 
the wild and the weak; fear, 
fantasies, failures and success. 
When loss rips off the doors of 
the heart, or sadness veils your 
vision with despair, practice 
becomes simply bearing the truth. 
In the choice to let go of your 
known way of being, the whole 
world is revealed to your new eyes 
 
Danna Faulds 
	

Are you in your Body? 

Sincerely explore for yourself, are you here or 
not? Are you in your body or oblivious, or only 
aware of parts of it? When I say, ‘Are you in your 
body?’ I mean ‘Are you completely filling your 
body?’ I want to know whether you are in your 
feet, or just have feet. Do you live in them, or are 
they just some thing you use when you walk? Are 
you in your belly, or do you just know vaguely 
that you have a belly? Or is it just for food?  

Are you really in your hands, or do you move 
them from a distance? Are you present in your 
cells, inhabiting and filling your body? If you 
aren’t in your body, what significance is there in 
your experience of this moment? Are you 
preparing, so that you can be here in the future? 
Are you setting up conditions by saying to 
yourself, “When such and such happens I’ll have 
time, I’ll be here”. 

If you are not here, what you are saving yourself 
for?   

Hameed Ali 

	

 
Be Gentle 
 
Be gentle with yourself these days. 
sometimes the currents beneath 
bring tangles to our hearts 
 
and we don’t notice 
and glide smoothly on 
but wonder why we are 
tired, or angry or fractious. 
 
Sit yourself down 
with your wise grandmother. 
and let yourself 
be a small child again in her arms, 
and let whatever comes, come. 
 
And when the small child 
has done her crying, 
sit her gently on her feet again 
and send her softly back out into the world. 
 
And sit, as only grandmothers can,  
calm and grounded, 
wise with twinkling eyes, 
amid the ups and downs  
of this crazy world. 
 
Rachel Holstead  
	

 
Breath of Life  
 
I breathe in ‘All That Is’ 
Awareness expanding 
to take everything in, 
as if my heart beats 
the world into being. 
From the unnamed vastness beneath the  
mind, I breathe my way to wholeness and 
healing. 
Inhalation. Exhalation. 
Each Breath a "Yes," 
and a letting go, a journey, and a coming 
home. 
 
Danna Faulds 
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Forget about Enlightenment 

 
Sit down wherever you are 
And listen to the wind singing in your veins.  
Feel the love, the longing, the fear in your bones.  
Open your heart to who you are, right now,  
Not who you would like to be,  
Not the saint you are striving to become,  
But the being right here before you, inside you, 
around you.  
All of you is holy.  
You are already more and less  
Than whatever you can know.  
Breathe out,  
Touch in,  
Let go. 

 
John Welwood 
 

Grace 
 
Gives me a day 
Too beautiful 
I had thought 
To stay indoors 
& yet 
Washing my dishes 
Straightening 
My shelves 
Finally 
Throwing out 
The wilted 
Onions 
Shrunken garlic 
Cloves 
I discover 
I am happy 
To be inside 
Looking out. 
This, I think, 
Is wealth. 
Just this choosing of how 
A beautiful day 
Is spent.  
 
Alice Walker 
 

If I Had My Life to Live Over  

I’d like to make more mistakes next time. I’d 
relax. I would limber up. I would be sillier than I 
had been this trip. I would take fewer things 
seriously. I would take more chances. I would 
climb more mountains and swim more rivers. I 
would eat more ice cream and less beans. I would 
perhaps have more actual troubles, but I’d have 
fewer imaginary ones.  

You see, I’m one of those people who live 
sensibly and sanely hour after hour, day after day. 
Oh I’ve had my moments, and if I had to do it 
over again, I’d have more of them. In fact I’d try 
to have nothing else. Just moments, one after 
another, instead of living so many years ahead of 
each day. I’ve been one of those persons who 
never goes anywhere without a thermometer, a 
hot water bottle, a raincoat, and a parachute.  

If I had to do it again, I would travel lighter than I 
have. If I had my life to live over, I would start 
barefoot earlier in the spring and stay that way 
later in the fall. I would go to more dances. I 
would ride more merry-go-rounds. I would pick 
more daisies.  

Nadine Stair  

 
 
If You Would Grow - Shine the Light Of 
Loving Self-Care On Yourself 
 
If you would grow to your best self 
Be patient, not demanding 
Accepting, not condemning 
Nurturing, not withholding 
Self-marveling, not belittling 
Gently guiding, not pushing and punishing 
For you are more sensitive than you know 
Humankind is as tough as war yet delicate as 
flowers 
We can endure agonies but we open fully only to 
warmth and light 
And our need to grow is as fragile as a fragrance 
dispersed by storms of will 
To return only when those storm are still 
So, accept, respect, and attend your sensitivity 
A flower cannot be opened with a hammer. 
 
Daniel F. Mead 
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It Felt Love 
 
How did the rose 
Ever open its heart 
And give to this world 
All its beauty? 
It felt the encouragement of light 
Against its being, 
Otherwise, 
We all remain 
Too frightened 
 
Hafiz 
 

 
Lost 
 
Stand still.  
The trees ahead and bushes beside you 
Are not lost.  
 
Wherever you are is called Here, 
And you must treat it as a powerful stranger, 
Must ask permission to know it and be known. 
The forest breathes.  
 
Listen. It answers, 
I have made this place around you, 
If you leave it you may come back again, saying  
 
Here. 
 
No two trees are the same to Raven. 
No two branches are the same to Wren. 
If what a tree or a bush does is lost on you, 
 
You are surely lost. Stand still. The forest knows 
Where you are. You must let it find you. 
 
David Wagoner 
	

 
She Let Go 
 
She let go.  
Without a thought or a word, she let go. 
She let go of fear. She let go of the judgments. 
She let go of the confluence of opinions swarming 
around her head. 
She let go of the committee of indecision within 
her. 
She let go of all the ‘right’ reasons wholly and 
completely, without hesitation or worry. 
 
She just let go. 
 
She didn’t ask anyone for advice. She didn’t read 
a book on how to let go.  
She didn’t search the scriptures. 
 
She just let go. 
 
She let go of all of the memories that held her 
back. 
She let go of all of the anxiety that kept her from 
moving forward. 
She let go of the planning and all of the 
calculations about how to do it just right. 
She didn’t promise to let go. 
She didn’t journal about it. 
She didn’t write the projected date in her diary. 
She made no public announcement and put no ad  
in the paper. 
 

 
 
 
She didn’t check the weather report or read her 
daily horoscope. 
 
She just let go. 
  
She didn’t analyse whether she should let go. 
She didn’t call her friends to discuss the matter. 
She didn’t do a five-step Spiritual Mind 
Treatment. 
She didn’t call the prayer line. 
She didn’t utter one word.  
 
She just let go. 
  
No one was around when it happened. 
There was no applause or congratulations. 
No one thanked her or praised her. 
No one noticed a thing. 
Like a leaf falling from a tree, she just let go. 
There was no effort. 
There was no struggle. 
It wasn’t good and it wasn’t bad. 
It was what it was, and it is just that. 
In the space of letting go, she let it all be. 
A small smile came over her face. 
A light breeze blew through her. 
And the Sun and the Moon shone forevermore. 
 
Safire Rose 
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Tasting Mindfulness  
 
“Have you ever had the experience of stopping so 
completely, 
of being in your body so completely, 
of being in your life so completely, 
that what you knew and what you didn’t know, 
that what had been and what was yet to come, 
and the way things are right now 
no longer held even the slightest hint of anxiety or 
discord? 
It would be a moment of complete presence, 
beyond striving, beyond mere acceptance, 
beyond the desire to escape or fix anything or 
plunge ahead, 
a moment of pure being, no longer in time, 
a moment of pure seeing, pure feeling, 
a moment in which life simply is, 
and that “is-ness” grabs you by all your senses, 
all your memories, by your very genes, 
by your loves,  
and welcomes you home.” 
 
Jon Kabat-Zinn 
	

 
 
The Peace of Wild Things (excerpt) 

 
When despair for the world grows in me 
and I wake in the night at the least sound 
in fear of what my life and my children's lives 
may be 
I go and lie down where the wood drake 
rests in his beauty on the water, and the great 
heron feeds. 
I come into the peace of wild things 
who do not tax their lives with forethought 
of grief. I come into the presence of still water. 
And I feel above me the day-blind stars 
waiting with their light. For the time 
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free. 
 
Wendell Berry 
	

 
The Call 
 
I have heard it all my life, 
A voice calling a name I recognized as my own. 
Sometimes it comes as a soft-bellied whisper. 
Sometimes it holds an edge of urgency. 
But always it says: Wake up my love. You are 
walking asleep. There's no safety in that! 
 
Remember what you are and let this knowing take 
you home to the Beloved with every breath. 
Hold tenderly who you are and let a deeper 
knowing colour the shape of your humanness. 
There is nowhere to go.  
What you are looking for is right here. 
 
Open the fist clenched in wanting and see what 
you already hold in your hand. 
There is no waiting for something to happen, 
no point in the future to get to. 
 
All you have ever longed for is here in this 
moment, right now. 
You are wearing yourself out with all this 
searching. Come home and rest. 
 
	

 
 
How much longer can you live like this? 
Your hungry spirit is gaunt,  
your heart stumbles.  
All this trying.  
Give it up! 
 
Let yourself be one of the God-mad, faithful only 
to the Beauty you are. 
 
Let the Lover pull you to your feet and hold you 
close, dancing even when fear urges you to sit this 
one out. 
 
Remember- there is one word you are here to say 
with your whole being. When it finds you, give 
your life to it. Don't be tight-lipped and stingy. 
 
Spend yourself completely on the saying. 
Be one word in this great love poem we are 
writing together.  

 

Oriah Mountain Dreamer 
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The Blind Men and The Elephant 
 
It was six men of Indostan 
To learning much inclined, 
Who went to see the Elephant 
(Though all of them were blind), 
That each by observation 
Might satisfy his mind. 
 
The First approach'd the Elephant, 
And happening to fall 
Against his broad and sturdy side, 
At once began to bawl: 
"God bless me! but the Elephant 
Is very like a wall!" 
 
The Second, feeling of the tusk, 
Cried, -"Ho! what have we here 
So very round and smooth and sharp? 
To me 'tis mighty clear 
This wonder of an Elephant 
Is very like a spear!" 
 
The Third approached the animal, 
And happening to take 
The squirming trunk within his hands, 
Thus boldly up and spake: 
"I see," quoth he, "the Elephant 
Is very like a snake!" 
 
	

	

 
 
The Fourth reached out his eager hand, 
And felt about the knee. 
"What most this wondrous beast is like 
Is mighty plain," quoth he, 
"'Tis clear enough the Elephant  
Is very like a tree!" 
 
The Fifth, who chanced to touch the ear, 
Said: "E'en the blindest man 
Can tell what this resembles most; 
Deny the fact who can, 
This marvel of an Elephant 
Is very like a fan!" 
 
The Sixth no sooner had begun 
About the beast to grope, 
Then, seizing on the swinging tail 
That fell within his scope, 
"I see," quoth he, "the Elephant 
Is very like a rope!" 
 
And so these men of Indostan 
Disputed loud and long, 
Each in his own opinion 
Exceeding stiff and strong, 
Though each was partly in the right, 
And all were in the wrong! 
 
John	Godfrey	Saxe		

	

The Journey  
 
One day you finally knew 
what you had to do, and began, 
though the voices around you 
kept shouting 
their bad advice -- 
though the whole house 
began to tremble 
and you felt the old tug 
at your ankles. 
"Mend my life!" 
each voice cried. 
But you didn't stop. 
You knew what you had to do, 
though the wind pried 
with its stiff fingers 
at the very foundations, 
though their melancholy 
was terrible. 
	

It was already late 
enough, and a wild night, 
and the road full of fallen 
branches and stones. 
But little by little, 
as you left their voices behind, 
the stars began to burn 
through the sheets of clouds, 
and there was a new voice 
which you slowly 
recognized as your own, 
that kept you company 
as you strode deeper and deeper 
into the world, 
determined to do 
the only thing you could do -- 
determined to save 
the only life you could save.  
  
Mary Oliver 
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The Invitation 
 
It doesn't interest me what you do for a living. I 
want to know what you ache for and if you dare to 
dream of meeting your heart's longing. 
It doesn't interest me how old you are. I want to 
know if you will risk looking like a fool for love, 
for your dream, for the adventure of being alive. 
It doesn't interest me what planets are squaring 
your moon. I want to know if you have touched 
the centre of your own sorrow, if you have been 
opened by life's betrayals or have become 
shriveled and closed from fear of further pain. 
I want to know if you can sit with pain, mine or 
your own, without moving to hide it, or fade it, or 
fix it. 
I want to know if you can be with joy, mine or 
your own; if you can dance with wildness and let 
the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your fingers and 
toes without cautioning us to be careful, be 
realistic, remember the limitations of being 
human. 
It doesn't interest me if the story you are telling 
me is true. I want to know if you can disappoint 
another to be true to yourself. If you can bear the 
accusation of betrayal and not betray your own 
soul. If you can be faithless and therefore 
trustworthy. 
	

 
 
I want to know if you can see Beauty even when 
it is not pretty every day. And if you can source 
your own life from its presence. 
I want to know if you can live with failure, yours 
and mine, and still stand at the edge of the lake 
and shout to the silver of the full moon, 'Yes.' 
It doesn't interest me to know where you live or 
how much money you have. I want to know if you 
can get up after the night of grief and despair, 
weary and bruised to the bone and do what needs 
to be done to feed the children. 
It doesn't interest me who you know or how you 
came to be here, I want to know if you will stand 
in the centre of the fire with me and not shrink 
back. 
It doesn't interest me where or what or with whom 
you have studied. I want to know what sustains 
you from the inside when all else falls away. 
I want to know if you can be alone with yourself 
and if you truly like the company you keep in the 
empty moments. 
		
Oriah Mountain Dreamer 

 
 
The Practice of Being Present 
 
Attend to the breath. 
Let the rhythm slow and settle. 
Filling, emptying, draw the outside in, and then 
release. 
Simplicity and ease. 
 
Nothing to do but breathe, relax and feel the free 
movement of air and life force, 
watch the play of energy and sensation,  
allow everything to be, without the need to 
change or fix or 
make it different. 
 
This moment, you can listen to your soul.  
This breath, you can have no goal but being.  
You are already complete. 
This, just this, is what it means to be whole. 
 
Danna Faulds 

 

 

The Summer Day  

Who made the world? Who made the swan and 
the black bear? Who made the grasshopper? �This 
grasshopper, I mean. The one who has flung 
herself out of the grass, the one who is eating 
sugar out of my hand, who is moving her jaws 
back and forth instead of up and down, who is 
gazing around with her enormous and 
complicated eyes. Now she lifts her pale forearm 
and thoroughly washes her face.  

Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away. I 
don’t know exactly what a prayer is. I do know 
how to pay attention, how to fall down Into the 
grass, how to kneel down into the grass, How to 
be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the 
field, Which is what I have been doing all day. 
Tell me, what else would I have done? Doesn’t 
everything die at last, and to soon? Tell me, what 
is it you plan to do With your one wild and 
precious life?  

�� Mary Oliver  
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Walk Don’t Run 
 
Walk, don’t run. 
That’s it. Walk, don’t run. 
 
Slow down, breathe deeply, 
and open your eyes because there’s 
a whole world right here within this one.  
The bush doesn’t suddenly catch on fire, it’s 
been burning the whole time. 
 
Moses is simply moving slowly enough to see it.  
And when he does, he takes off his sandals. 
Not because the ground has suddenly become 
holy,but because he’s just now becoming aware 
that the ground has been holy the whole time. 
 
Efficiency is not God’s highest goal for your life, 
neither is busyness or how many things you can 
get done in one day or speed, or even success. 
 
But walking which leads to seeing, 
now that’s something. 
That’s the invitation for every one of us today, 
and everyday, in every conversation, interaction, 
event, and moment: to walk, not run. And in 
doing so to see a whole world right here within 
this one. 
 
Rob Bell 
 

 
Walk Slowly  
 
 
It only takes a reminder to breathe, 
a moment to be still, and just like that, 
something in me settles, softens, makes 
space for imperfection. The harsh voice 
of judgment drops to a whisper and I 
remember again that life isn't a relay 
race; that we will all cross the finish 
line; that waking up to life is what we 
were born for. As many times as I 
forget, catch myself charging forward 
without even knowing where I'm going, 
that many times I can make the choice 
to stop, to breathe, and be, and walk 
slowly into the mystery. 
 
Danna Faulds 
 
 

 
Who Turns 
 
Who turns this into that? Sound into noise? 
Aroma into odor? Taste into pleasure or disgust? 
Who turns yes into no? Grace into unkindness? 
Who turns the present into the past? Who turns 
the now into the not-now? 
As-it-is into as-it-should-be? 
Silence into boredom? Stillness into restlessness? 
The ordinary into the menial? 
Who turns pain into suffering? Change into loss? 
Grief into woe? Woe into the story of your life? 
Who turns stuff into sentiment? Desire into 
craving? 
Acceptance into aversion? 
Peace into war? Us into them? 
Who turns life into labor? Time into toil? 
Enough into not-enough? 
Who turns why into why not? 
Who turns delusion into enlightenment? 
Who thinks? Who feels? Who senses? 
Who turns? 
All practice is the practice of making a turn in a 
different 
Direction. 
 
Karen Maezen Miller 
 

 
Who You Are  
 
Who you are is so much more than what you do. 
The essence, shining through the heart, soul, and 
center, the bare and bold truth of you does not lie 
in your to-do list. You are not just at the surface 
of your skin, not just the impulse to arrange the 
muscles of your face into a smile or a frown, not 
jut boundless energy, or bone wearying fatigue. 
Delve deeper. You are divinity; the vast and open 
sky of spirit. It's the light of God, the ember at 
your core, the passion and the presence, the 
timeless, deathless essence of you that reaches out 
and touches me. Who you are transcends fear and 
turns suffering into liberation. Who you are is 
love. 
 
Danna Faulds 
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Wild Geese 

You do not have to be good. 
You do not have to walk on your knees 
for a hundred miles through the desert repenting. 
You only have to let the soft animal of your body 
love what it loves. 
Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you 
mine. 
Meanwhile the world goes on. 
Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the 
rain are moving across the landscapes, 
over the prairies and the deep trees, 
the mountains and the rivers. 
Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue 
air are heading home again. 
Whoever you are, no matter how lonely, 
the world offers itself to your imagination, 
calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting 
over and over announcing your place 
in the family of things. 
Mary Oliver 

 

 

Without Judgment  

Release the harsh and pointed inner 
voice, it's just a throwback to the past, 
and holds no truth about this moment. 
 
Let go of self-judgment, the old, 
learned ways of beating yourself up 
for each imagined inadequacy. 
 
Allow the dialogue within the mind 
to grow friendlier, and quiet. Shift 
out of inner criticism and life 
suddenly looks very different. 
 
I can say this only because I make 
the choice a hundred times a day to release the 
voice that refuses to 
acknowledge the real me. 
 
What's needed here isn't more prodding toward 
perfection, but 
intimacy - seeing clearly, and 
embracing what I see. 
 
Love, not judgment, sows the 
seeds of tranquility and change. 

Danna Faulds 
 
 

 
You, Reading This, Be Ready 
 
Starting here, what do you want to remember? 
How sunlight creeps along a shining floor? 
What scent of old wood hovers, what softened sound from outside fills the air? 
Will you ever bring a better gift for the world than the breathing respect that you carry wherever you 
go right now?  
 
Are you waiting for time to show you some better thoughts? 
When you turn around, starting here, lift this new glimpse that you found; carry into evening all that 
you want from this day.  
This interval you spent reading or hearing this, keep it for life. 
What can anyone give you greater than now?  
starting here, right in this room, when you turn around? 
            

William Stafford 
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Why Retreat? 
  
The Rich Benefits of Going on Retreat 
  
Making time in your busy life to go on a retreat is one of the finest gifts you can give to yourself. A 
retreat is an investment in your health and in your personal relationship with yourself. A retreat will 
give you a chance to pause and look at your life from a new perspective and often unlock answers to 
the questions that you just may not take the time to ask.  
  
Taking a retreat is a nurturing “time-out” just for you; a time to rejuvenate your mind, body and spirit; 
to re-connect with your authentic self; to re-connect with nature; to get quiet and spend you’re a space 
of time “being” rather than “doing.” 
 
 
Quotes for Mindfulness 
 
We often disapprove of parts of our lives without really examining them.  
It’s like never going into certain rooms of your house.  
But meditation allows all the voices and all the images in the room.  
When we open the invisible doors, we can come to rest in the life we have; we can love it as it is 
instead of waiting for a shinier version - John Tarrant  
 
Meditation practice isn't about trying to throw ourselves away and become something better. It's about 
befriending who we are already - Pema Chodron 
 
Ring the bells that can still ring 
Forget your perfect offering 
There is a crack in everything 
That's how the light gets in. - Leonard Cohen  
 
Teach me how to trust my heart, my intuition, the senses of my body, the blessings of my spirit. Teach 
me to trust these things so that I may enter my sacred space and love beyond my fear, and thus walk in 
balance with the passing of each glorious sun. - Lakota Prayer 
 
Then it was as if I suddenly saw the secret beauty of their hearts, 
the depths of their hearts where neither sin nor desire nor self-knowledge can reach, the core of their 
reality, the person that each one is in the eyes of the Divine.  
If only they could all see themselves as they really are. 
If only we could see each other that way all the time.  
There would be no more war, no more hatred, no more cruelty and no more greed.  
I suppose the big problem would be that we would fall down and worship each other. - Thomas Merton 
 
If the heart wanders or is distracted, bring it back to the point quite gently... 
And even if you did nothing during the whole of your hour but bring your heart back, though it went 
away every time you brought it back, your hour would be very well employed. - St. Francis de Sales  

 
We see things not as they are, but as we are. - H.M. Tomlinson 
 
The intuitive mind is a sacred gift and the rational mind is a faithful servant. 
We have created a society that honors the servant and has forgotten the gift. 

- anonymous (sometimes attributed to Albert Einstein)  
 

 

 

	


