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Preliminary 
 

Singing Bowl 
 

Begin the song exactly where you are, 
Remain within the world of which you’re made. 
Call nothing common in the earth or air, 
 
Accept it all and let it be for good. 
Start with the very breath you breathe in now, 
This moment’s pulse, this rhythm in your blood 
 
And listen to it, ringing soft and low. 
Stay with the music, words will come in time. 
Slow down your breathing. Keep it deep and slow. 
 
Become an open singing-bowl, whose chime 
Is richness rising out of emptiness, 
And timelessness resounding into time. 
 
And when the heart is full of quietness 
Begin the song exactly where you are. 

 
  



From Sounding the Seasons 
 

O Sapientia 
 

I cannot think unless I have been thought, 
Nor can I speak unless I have been spoken; 
I cannot teach except as I am taught, 
Or break the bread except as I am broken. 
O Mind behind the mind through which I seek, 
O Light within the light by which I see, 
O Word beneath the words with which I speak, 
O founding, unfound Wisdom, finding me, 
O sounding Song whose depth is sounding me, 
O Memory of time, reminding me, 
My Ground of Being, always grounding me, 
My Maker’s bounding line, defining me: 
Come, hidden Wisdom, come with all you bring, 
Come to me now, disguised as everything. 

 
 

O Emmanuel 
 

O come, O come, and be our God-with-us, 
O long-sought with-ness for a world without, 
O secret seed, O hidden spring of light. 
Come to us Wisdom, come unspoken Name 
Come Root, and Key, and King, and holy Flame, 
O quickened little wick so tightly curled, 
Be folded with us into time and place, 
Unfold for us the mystery of grace 
And make a womb of all this wounded world. 
O heart of heaven beating in the earth,  
O tiny hope within our hopelessness, 
Come to be born, to bear us to our birth, 
To touch a dying world with new-made hands 
And make these rags of time our swaddling bands. 



The Annunciation 
 

We see so little, stayed on surfaces, 
We calculate the outsides of all things, 
Preoccupied with our own purposes 
We miss the shimmer of the angels’ wings. 
They coruscate around us in their joy,  
A swirl of wheels and eyes and wings unfurled; 
They guard the good we purpose to destroy, 
A hidden blaze of glory in God's world. 
But on this day a young girl stopped to see 
With open eyes and heart. She heard the voice- 
The promise of His glory yet to be 
As time stood still for her to make a choice. 
Gabriel knelt and not a feather stirred. 
The Word himself was waiting on her word. 

  



  Some Stations 
 

VI Veronica wipes the face of Jesus 
 

Bystanders and bypassers turn away 
And wipe his image from their memory. 
She keeps her station. She is here to stay 
And stem the flow. She is the reliquary  
Of his last look on her. The bloody sweat 
And salt tears of his love are soaking through 
The folds of her devotion and the wet 
Folds of her handkerchief, like the dew 
Of morning, like a softening rain of grace. 
Because she wiped the grime from off his skin, 
And glimpsed the godhead in his human face 
Whose hidden image we all bear within, 
Through all our veils and shrouds of daily pain 
The face of God is shining once again. 
 

IX Jesus falls the third time 
 

He weeps with you and with you he will stay 
When all your staying power has run out 
You can't go on, you go on anyway. 
He stumbles just beside you when the doubt 
That always haunts you, cuts you down at last 
And takes away the hope that drove you on. 
This is the third fall and it hurts the worst, 
This long descent through darkness to depression 
From which there seems no rising and no will 
To rise, or breathe or bear your own heart beat. 
Twice you survived; this third will surely kill, 
And you could almost wish for that defeat 
Except that in the cold hell where you freeze 
You find your God beside you on his knees. 

 



 
 

X Jesus is stripped of his garments 
 

You can't go on, you go on anyway. 
He goes with you, his cradle to your grave. 
Now is the time to loosen, cast away 
The useless weight of everything but love. 
For he began his letting go before, 
Before the worlds for which he dies were made, 
Emptied himself, became one of the poor, 
To make you rich in him and unafraid. 
See as they strip the robe from off his back 
They strip away your own defences too, 
Now you could lose it all and never lack, 
Now you can see what naked Love can do. 
Let go these bonds beneath whose weight you bow, 
His stripping strips you both for action now. 

 
XI Crucifixion: Jesus is nailed to the cross 

 
See, as they strip the robe from off his back 
And spread his arms and nail them to the cross, 
The dark nails pierce him and the sky turns black, 
And love is firmly fastened onto loss. 
But here a pure change happens. On this tree 
Loss becomes gain, death opens into birth. 
Here wounding heals and fastening makes free, 
Earth breathes in heaven, heaven roots in earth. 
And here we see the length, the breadth, the height, 
Where love and hatred meet and love stays true, 
Where sin meets grace and darkness turns to light, 
We see what love can bear and be and do. 
And here our Saviour calls us to his side, 
His love is free, his arms are open wide. 

 
 



 
 

XII Jesus dies on the cross 
 

The dark nails pierce him and the sky turns black 
We watch him as he labours to draw breath.  
He takes our breath away to give it back, 
Return it to its birth through his slow death. 
We hear him struggle, breathing through the pain, 
Who once breathed out his spirit on the deep, 
Who formed us when he mixed the dust with rain 
And drew us into consciousness from sleep. 
His Spirit and his life he breathes in all, 
Mantles his world in his one atmosphere, 
And now he comes to breathe beneath the pall 
Of our pollutions, draw our injured air 
To cleanse it and renew. His final breath 
Breathes and bears us through the gates of death. 

 

Trinity Sunday 
 

In the Beginning, not in time or space, 
But in the quick before both space and time, 
In Life, in Love, in co-inherent Grace, 
In three in one and one in three, in rhyme, 
In music, in the whole creation story, 
In His own image, His imagination, 
The Triune Poet makes us for His glory, 
And makes us each the other's inspiration. 
He calls us out of darkness, chaos, chance, 
To improvise a music of our own, 
To sing the chord that calls us to the dance, 
Three notes resounding from a single tone, 
To sing the End in whom we all begin; 
Our God beyond, beside us, and within. 

 
  



From The Singing Bowl 
 

Out in the Elements 
 

 
I crunch the gravel on my ravelled walks 
And clabber with my boots in the wet clay 
For I myself am clay that breathes and talks 
Articulated earth, I move and pray, 
Alive at once to walk and be the way. 
The root beneath, the branch above the tree 
These hedges bright with blossom, white with May, 
Everything concentrates, awaits in me 
The coming of the One who sets creation free. 
 
 
 
Earth opens now to sudden drumming rains, 
The raised and falling waters of the sea 
Whose tidal pull and play is in my veins 
Spilling and spreading, filling, flowing free 
Whose ebb and flow is still at work in me 
And in the wombing pulse of play and work 
When heart beats pushed in waves of empathy 
Till waters broke and bore me from the dark 
And found this foundered shore and took me from the ark. 
 
 
As rain recedes I pause to fill my pipe 
And kindle fire that flickers into light 
And lights the leaf all curled and cured and ripe 
Within a burr-starred bowl. How fierce and bright 
It glows against the cold. And I delight 
In taste and fragrance, watching whisps of grey 
And graceful smoke in their brief flight, 
As sun breaks from the clouds and lights my way 
I feel the fire that makes the light that makes the day. 



Now air is all astir in breaks and blasts, 
The last grey rags of cloud are blown aside 
The hedgerows hush and rustle in the gusts 
As clean winds whistle round me. Far and wide 
Bent grasses and frail flowers lean aside. 
I breathe the world in with this brimming breeze 
That tugs at me and eddies at my side, 
Quickens and flickers through the tangled trees 
And breathes me back to life and brings me to my knees. 
 
 
Akin to every creature I will learn 
From each and all the meaning of my birth. 
I love the dust to which I will return, 
The subtle substance of my mother earth, 
From water born, by fire fathered forth, 
An index and epitome of nature, 
I sum and summon all the world is worth, 
And breathing now His elemental air 
I find the One within, without, and everywhere. 

  



String-Theory 
(for Girton choir) 

 
In the beginning, 

only this, 
a sound. 

 
A sound 

whose waves expand, 
whose echoes still expend 

themselves in riffs of time and space, 
in overlapping amplitudes of bliss, 

pattering into patterns, into persons, into us, 
conscious harmonics, singing face to face. 

Resounding into music now, we trace 
in touches of a single string, our source, 

flowing in everything, for everything 
in the beginning, in the end, 

is only this, 
a sound. 

  



Spell 
 

Summon the summoners, the twenty-six 
Enchanters. Spelling silence into sound, 
They bind and loose, they find and are not found. 
Re-call the river-tongues from Alph to Styx, 
Summon the summoners, the shaping shapes 
The grounds of sound, the generative gramma 
Signs of the Mystery, inscribed arcana 
Runes from the root-tree written in the deeps, 
Leaves from the tale-tree lifted, swift and free, 
Shining, re-combining in their dance  
The genesis of every utterance, 
Pattering the pattern of the Tree. 
Summon the summoners, and let them sing. 
 
The summoners will summon everything. 

  



On being told my poetry was found in a 
broken photo-copier 

 
My poetry is jamming your machine 
It broke the photo-copier, I'm to blame, 
With pictures copied from a world unseen. 
 
My poem is in the works -I'm on the scene 
We free my verse, and I confess my shame, 
My poetry is jamming your machine. 
 
Though you berate me with what might have been, 
You stop to read the poem, just the same, 
And pictures, copied from a world unseen, 
 
Subvert the icons on your mental screen 
And open windows with a whispered name; 
My poetry is jamming your machine. 
 
For chosen words can change the things they mean 
And set the once-familiar world aflame 
With pictures copied from a world unseen 
 
The mental props give way, on which you lean 
The world you see will never be the same, 
My poetry is jamming your machine 
With pictures copied from a world unseen 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



What if… 
 

“But I say unto you, that every idle word that men 
shall speak, they shall give account thereof in the day 
of judgment. For by thy words thou shalt be justified, 
and by thy words thou shalt be condemned."  

Matthew 12: 36-37 
 

 
What if every word we say 
Never ends or fades away, 
Gathers volume, gathers way, 
Drums and dins us with dismay, 
Surges on some dreadful day 
When we cannot get away 
Whelms us till we drown? 
 
What if not a word is lost? 
What if every word we cast; 
Cruel, cunning, cold, accurst, 
Every word we cut and paste, 
Echoes to us from the past 
Fares and find us first and last 
Haunts and hunts us down? 
 
What if every murmuration, 
Every otiose oration, 
Every blogger’s obscuration, 
Every tweeted titivation 
Every oath and imprecation, 
Insidious insinuation, 
Every verbal aberration, 
Unexamined asservation 
Idiotic iteration,  
Every facile explanation, 
Drags us to the ground? 
 



What if each polite evasion, 
Every word of defamation, 
Insults made by implication, 
Querulous prevarication, 
Compromise in convocation,  
Propaganda for the nation,  
False or flattering peruasion, 
Blackmail and manipulation, 
Simulated desperation 
Grows to such reverberation 
That it shakes our own foundation, 
Shakes and brings us down? 
 
Better that some words be lost, 
Better that they should not last, 
Tongues of fire and violence. 
Word through whom the world is blessed, 
Word in whom all words are graced,  
Do not bring us to the test, 
Give our clamant voices rest, 
And the rest is silence. 

  



Sonnets for the Saints 
 

Hildegarde of Bingen 
 

A feather on the breath of God at play, 
You saw the play of God in all creation. 
You drew eternal light into each day, 
And every living breath was inspiration. 
You made a play with every virtue playing, 
Made music for each sister-soul to sing, 
Listened for what each herb and stone was saying, 
And heard the Word of God in everything. 
 
Mother from mother earth and Magistra,  
Your song revealed God's hidden gift to us; 
The verdant fire, His holy harbinger 
The greening glory of viriditas. 
‘Cherish this earth that keeps us all alive’ 
Either we hear you, or we don't survive. 

 

George Herbert 
 

Gentle exemplar, help us in our trials, 
With all that passed between you and your Lord, 
That intimate exchange of frowns and smiles 
Which chronicled your love-match with the Word. 
Your manuscript, entrusted to a friend, 
Has been entrusted now to every soul, 
We make a new beginning in your end 
And find your broken heart has made us whole 
Time has transplanted you, and you take root, 
Past changing in the paradise of Love, 
Help me to trace your temple, tune your lute, 
And listen for an echo from above, 
Open the window, let me hear you sing, 
And see the Word with you in everything. 

 



 
 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
 

‘Stop, Christian passer-by!—Stop, child of God!’ 
You made your epitaph imperative, 
And stopped this wedding guest! But I am glad 
To stop with you and start again, to live 
From that pure source, the all-renewing stream, 
Whose living power is imagination, 
And know myself a child of the I AM, 
Open and loving to his whole creation. 
 
Your glittering eye taught mine to pierce the veil, 
To let His light transfigure all my seeing, 
To serve the shaping Spirit whom I feel, 
And make with Him the poem of my being 
I follow where you sail towards our haven, 
Your wide wake lit with glimmerings of heaven. 

  



From Glimpes; Six Sestinas 
 

Fire 
 

He cannot stop these memories of fire 
Crackling and flashing in his head 
Not just in fevered dreams; the fires break 
Into the light of day. He burns with shame, 
But still he screams and shakes, because the dead, 
Are burning too and screaming out his name. 
 
They told him his condition had a name, 
But words can't quench the memory of fire, 
Nor can they ever resurrect the dead. 
They told him it was ‘all inside his head’, 
That ‘post-traumatic stress need cause no shame...’ 
The army gave him time for a short break… 
 
But that’s what he’s afraid of. He will break 
And break forever, lose his life and name, 
Shake like a child whose sickening with shame, 
He who had been ‘courageous under fire’ 
Who always stemmed the panic, kept his head, 
And now, all night, he wishes he were dead 
 
And cannot die. Instead he sees the dead 
In all their last contortions. Bodies break 
Under his wheels, a child's severed head 
Amidst the rubble seems to call his name 
Over the clattering of rifle fire,  
Stuttering guns that shake with him in shame. 
 
He's left his family. ‘Oh its a Shame’, 
The neighbours said, ‘That marriage was long dead’- 
-You can’t live with a man who’s shouting ‘Fire!’ 
All night like that - ‘His kids needed a Break 



And in the end she had to change her Name’- 
‘They'll never fix what's wrong inside his Head’ 
 
‘Some people seem to cope and get ahead, 
The army makes them better men, a shame 
He couldn't cope.’ Now he has lost his name 
And his address. He only knows the dead. 
He sleeps on benches but they come and break 
His sleep. They keep him under constant fire, 
 
And come November, when they name the dead, 
He waits in silence for his heart to break 
And every poppy burns with hopeless fire. 

  



From On Reading the Commedia 
 

Through the Gate 
 
 

Begin the song exactly where you are, 
For where you are contains where you have been 
And holds the vision of your final sphere. 
 
And do not fear the memory of sin; 
There is a light that heals, and, where it falls, 
Transfigures and redeems the darkest stain 
 
Into translucent colour. Loose the veils  
And draw the curtains back, unbar the doors, 
Of that dread threshold where your spirit fails, 
 
The hopeless gate that holds in all the  fears 
That haunt your shadowed city, fling it wide 
And open to the light that finds, and fares 
 
Through the dark pathways where you run and hide, 
Through all the alleys of your riddled heart, 
As pierced and open as His wounded side. 
 
Open the map to Him and make a start, 
And down the dizzy spirals, through the dark 
His light will go before you, let Him chart 
 
And name and heal. Expose the hidden ache 
To Him, the stinging fires and smoke that blind 
Your judgement, carry you away, the mirk 
 
And muted gloom in which you cannot find 
The love that you once thought worth dying for. 
Call Him to all you cannot call to mind. 
 



He comes to harrow Hell and now to your 
Well-guarded fortress let His love descend. 
The icy ego at your frozen core 
 
Can hear His call at last. Will you respond? 

 
 

Dancing Through The Fire 
 

‘per te poeta fui, per te Christiano’ (Purg 22: 73) 
 
 

Then stir my love in idleness to flame 
To find at last the free refining fire 
That guards the hidden garden whence I came. 
 
O do not kill, but quicken my desire, 
Better to spur me on than leave me cold. 
Not maimed I come to you, I come entire, 
 
Lit by the loves that warm, the lusts that scald, 
That you may prove the one, reprove the other, 
Though both have been the strength by which I scaled 
 
The steps so far to come where poets gather 
And sing such songs as love gives them to sing. 
I thank God for the ones who brought me hither 
 
And taught me by example how to bring 
The slow growth of a poem to fruition 
And let it be itself, a living thing, 
 
Taught me to trust the gifts of intuition 
And still to try the tautness of each line, 
Taught me to taste the grace of transformation 

 
 



And trace in dust the face of the Divine, 
Taught me the truth, as poet and as Christian , 
That drawing water turns it into wine. 
 
Now I am drawn through their imagination 
To dare to dance with them into the fire, 
Harder than any grand renunciation, 
 
To bring to Christ the heart of my desire 
Just as it is in every imperfection, 
Surrendered to His bright refiner's fire 

 
That love might have its death and resurrection. 

 
 

The Rose 
 

A white rose opens in a quiet arbour 
Where I sit reading Dante, Paradise 
Unfolding in me, opens hour by hour, 
 
In sunlight and amidst the hum of bees 
On a late afternoon. I think of how 
Everything flowers, the whole universe 
 
Itself is still unfolding even now, 
Sprung from a stem of singularity 
Which petals time and space. I think of how 
 
The very elements that let my body be 
Began and will continue in the stars 
Whose light and distance frame our mystery, 
 
And how my shadowed heart still loves, still bears 
With every beat that animates my being, 
Eternal yearnings through the turning years. 
 



I turn back to the lines that light my seeing 
And lift me to the limits of all thought 
And long that I might also find that freeing 
 
And enabling Love, and so be caught 
And lifted into His renewing Heaven. 
Evening glimmers and the stars come out. 
 
Venus is shining clear. My prayers are woven 
Into a sounding song, a symphony, 
As all creation gives back what is given 
 
In music made to praise the Mystery 
Who is both gift and giver. Something stirs 
A grace in me beyond my memory. 
 
I close the book and look up at the stars. 
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