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In the eilence round you,

The high dark blue vound the earth,

You caftf find 3 there if you 1like, or none;

If none, then that's %the message

Your eyes will carry, their 1light the pale light,
Your touch that of harnds

Left in space, like darkness on darknege,

With nothing to reflect them,

But if the meseage you bear

Ie continuous and long, and glows

And stays in the sky ilke somsone

lways there but never known, the bresze
That touoches the leaves at night and then
Is done, the bird that slons in the tree
Dwells on his theme, the hawk that
Wheels in the silence above, then the
Light, like the blue of the gky
Always there behind the storms and
Turns of fate, wlll be in your eyes,

Though 1t may not bs secn,

Below ths oobbled pier, aslsep



To carry the soul 1fghtly,

Through crowls and. powsry

Kgep & messure of purvival

Inside the bodys. one's exit hiddens

114,

To £l6at out on pess of strengéness,

Do gongy not to be wisé among meny

Not to 1o knovnj bé always the visiting stranger,
Hot to be touched and claimed by hands}

And yet not a gtranger, sithar,

I don't quite know what T mesan,

I don't mean a stranger as Jodged in himself
And gafely honiged againsgt othercs

I mean a stranger to himself,

To his interests, claims, |

I mean to bélong. to God,

And there is God in méng

I mean to belong to God in men

And not to thelr powor.



