If You Knew

The Joy Is In The Journey
for Natalie and Frank

Rain and snow and the dark of night
(The joy is in the journey.)

No bad weather if your clothing’s right.

(The joy is in the journey.)

Steeper slopes where you slip and slide.

(The joy is in the journey.)
Mountain vistas on the other side.
(The joy is in the journey.)

I will move along, I will carry on.
(The joy is in the journey.)
I will move along, I will carry on.
(The joy is in the journey.)

Catch the smoke from the western fires.

(The joy is in the journey.)
Untamed anger in our sharp desires.
(The joy is in the journey.)
But take my hand and be my friend.
(The joy is in the journey.)
Keep on singing ‘til the troubles end.
(The joy is in the journey.

We will move along, we will carry on.
(The joy is in the journey.)

We will move along, we will carry on.
(The joy is in the journey.)

The Rock  for Emma

Still is the rock beside the trail.

Wait, and watch.
Solid and anchored and sure of its place.

Watch, and wait.
Steady and silent while sheathed with the snow,
Wedding the wind with the secrets below,
Whispering patiently what it can know:
Wait, and watch, and watch, and wait, and watch.

Still as the rock beside the trail
I wait, and watch.

Dig through the soil to the bedrock of grace.
Watch, and wait.

Loving what is and releasing the rest,

Leaning on mercy while failing the test,

Welcoming grief and renaming it “Blest”

I wait, and watch, and watch, and wait, and watch.

Plant Me Like a Tree

Plant me like a tree upon the mountainside.
Anchored on the steep, digging fingers deep,
Promises to keep to future seed.

Slow motion dance of life:
Stretching toward the sun,
Scooping up the rain,

Leaving leaves again and again

And it’s ashes to ashes, earth to earth.
Life decays, decay gives birth.

Plant me like a tree,
Plant me like a tree, like a tree.
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Wide and Long

Wide and long and high and deep, the love that our Jesus gave us.

Wide and long and high and deep, the love of our Christ will save us.
Glory, praise, sing glory, praise, sing praise to the God who has made us all!
Glory, praise, sing glory, praise, sing praise to the God who has loved us so.

Christ, by highest heaven adored, You’re the name before whom kings will bow.
May we recognize you now: You are love, you are Lord!

Wide and long and high and deep, the love that our Jesus gave us.

Wide and long and high and deep, the love of our Christ will save us.
Glory, praise, sing glory, praise, sing praise to the God who has made us all!
Glory, praise, sing glory, praise, sing praise to the God who has loved us so.

Lenten Prayer
I repent of my empire whose center is me. YouAre  for Carl & Elena Procario-Foley
For my lack of compassion, my envy, my greed,

For the sisters and the brothers I have chosen to ignore,
Have mercy, have mercy, have mercy, Lord.

You are my treasure, my pearl of great price.
Bread for the journey, my star in the night.
Deep abyss of yearning in my soul.
Purging fire to make the shattered whole.

Kyrie eleison. (Kyrie eleison.
Y (Kyr ) You are the source; you are the goal.

Christe eleison. (Christe eleison.)

Kyrie eleison.
Yy You are.

o Ce . You are.
We are mired in suspicion, in anger and pride.

We project on the other the darkness we hide,
While the lure of our own weapons is the Cup of Wrath outpoured.
Have mercy, have mercy, have mercy, Lord.

Kyrie eleison. (Kyrie eleison.)
Christe eleison. (Christe eleison.)
Kyrie eleison.
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Where the Meadows Bloom  for Cynthia Reynolds

Where the meadows bloom, there your sweet voice rings,

Clear and free, joyfully, your unchained spirit sings.

Unwrap the gifts that cannot fade.

Every quartet ever played weaves a web which cannot be unmade.

Where the memories dwell, hidden in the heart,
Clear and free, joyfully, we’ll never be apart.
Eyes to see, let it be. We’ll never be apart.

Dark Clouds  for Richard Slade

Clouds are brooding overhead,

Dark and somber, filled with dread.

They chill the wounds where I have bled
and whisper secrets vile and red.

But when I still myself,
When I still myself,
When I still myself,
I can see them move.

Here I am, Lord, comfort me.
Be the light I cannot see.
Reframe the life that lies ahead
when I would keep the old instead.
For when I still myself,
When I still myself,
When I still myself,
I can see you move.

Nothing
for Anne Grizzle

I want to want nothing but you, O Lord.
Let me be wholly yours.
Holy, holy, holy Lord. Light of all light, be adored.
Jesus, Jesus Lord, Jesus, be adored.

Name above all names, we call you our light, our love, our Lord.
Nothing ever drives your love from me, be adored.
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If You Knew
For Becky and Howard

If you knew how I love you, truly knew how I love you,
knew how deeply I love you, you would not be afraid.
If you knew how I love you, truly knew how I love you,
knew how deeply I love you, you would not be afraid.

Perfect love casts out fear, but where may I find such a love?
Not in my heart, not in my strength. Look to the cross of Jesus.

There is no greater love than this: to lay down one’s life for a friend.
I am your friend. You died for me.

Open Eyes, Listening Ears for Bruce Baker

Open eyes, listening ears, a heart that’s softened by your tears,
Open eyes, listening ears, O give me your heart, O God.

Wheat and tares so closely sown, let them be together grown.
Trust my hand to heal and guide, draw you to the other side,
To where my mercy flows.

See the patient farmer yield to time and weather in the field.
So may my spirit gentle be, upon the world, my friends and me.

Waiting for Fr. John Yonkovig

Waiting, waiting, waiting in the dark for a glorious morn,
I’m waiting, waiting, waiting for the child to be born.

How long, O Lord, my lamentation?
Death and disease and conflict and strife.
Hear us, heal us, bring us to life.

) We are the church, pregnant with the kingdom.
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