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Love  is  a  temporary  madness;  it erupts  like volcanoes and then subsides. And when it subsides you have to make a decision. You have to work out whether your roots have so entwined together that it is inconceivable that you should ever part.

Because this is what love is. Love is not breathlessness; it is not excitement; it is not the promulgation of eternal passion. That is just being ‘in love’, which any fool can do.

Love itself is what is left over when being in love has burned away, and this is both an art and a fortunate accident. Those who truly love have roots that grow towards each other underground and when all the pretty blossoms have fallen from the branches, they find that they are one tree, and not two.

CORINTHIANS  Ch. 13,  V. 1-7 & 13
If I have all the eloquence of men or of angels but speak without love, I am simply a gong booming or a cymbal clashing. 
If I have the gift of prophecy, understanding all the mysteries there are, and knowing everything, and if I have faith in all its fullness, to move mountains, but without love, then I am nothing at all. 
If I give away all I possess, piece by piece, and if I even let them take my body to burn, but without love, it will do me no good whatever.

Love is always patient and kind; it is never jealous; love is never boastful or conceited; it is never rude or selfish; it does not take offence, and it is not resentful. 
Love takes no pleasure in other people’s sins, but delights in the truth; it is always ready to excuse, to trust, to hope, and to endure whatever comes.

… There are three things that last: faith, hope and love; and the greatest of these is love.

WHEN I AM OLD!



                         Gervase Phinn
When I’m old and I’m smelly, I shall not live alone

In a pensioner’s flat or an old people’s home,

Or take an apartment on some distant shore.

I’ll move in with my son and my daughter-in-law.

I’ll return all the joy that my son gave to me

When he sat as a child on his dear father’s knee.
He will welcome me willingly into his home

When I’m old and I’m smelly and all on my own.

I’ll spill coffee on the carpet, leave marks on the wall,

I’ll stagger home drunk and be sick in the hall.
I’ll sing really loudly and slam every door,

When I live with my son and my daughter-in-law.

I’ll rise from my bed in the late afternoon,

Throw the sheets on the floor and mess up my room,

I’ll play ear-splitting music well into the night,

Go down for a snack and leave on every light.

I’ll rest my old feet on the new leather chairs,

I’ll drape dirty underwear all down the stairs,

I’ll talk to my friends for hours on the phone

When I live with my son in his lovely new home.

I’ll come in from the garden with mud on my shoes,

Flop on the settee for my afternoon snooze,

Expect that my tea will be ready by four

When I live with my son and my daughter-in-law.

I’ll leave all the dishes piled up in the sink

And invite all my noisy friends round for a drink,

I’ll grumble and mumble, I’ll complain and I’ll moan

When I’m old and I’m smelly and all on my own.

I’ll watch television for hour after hour,

I’ll not flush the toilet or wash out the shower.

Oh bliss, what a future for me is in store

When I live with my son and my daughter-in-law.

THE ROAD NOT TAKEN

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveller, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth.
Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood and I –

I took the one less travelled by,

And that has made all the difference.





Robert Frost

A DAY IN AUTUMN

It will not always be like this,

The air windless, a few last

Leaves adding their decoration

To the trees’ shoulders, braiding the cuffs

Of the boughs with gold; a bird preening

In the lawn’s mirror. Having looked up

From the day’s chores, pause a minute,

Let the mind take its photograph

Of the bright scene, something to wear

Against the heart in the long cold.





R.S.Thomas

Children Learn What They Live.

If a child lives with criticism s/he learns to condemn. 

If a child lives with hostility s/he learns to fight. 
If a child lives with ridicule s/he learns to be shy. 

If a child lives with shame s/he learns to feel guilty. 

If a child lives with tolerance s/he learns to be patient. 

If a child lives with encouragement s/he learns confidence.

If a child lives with praise s/he learns to appreciate. 

If a child lives with fairness s/he learns justice.

If a child lives with security s/he learns to have faith. 

If a child lives with approval s/he learns to like her/himself. 
If a child lives with acceptance and friendship s/he learns to find







   love in the world.

An African Elegy     by Ben Okri
We are the miracles that God made
To taster the bitter fruit of Time.

We are precious

And one day our suffering 

Will turn into the wonders of the earth.

There are things that burn me now

Which turn golden when I am happy.

Do you see the mystery of our pain?

That we bear poverty

And are able to sing and dream sweet things.

And that we never curse the air when it is warm

Or the fruit when it tastes good

Or the lights that bounce gently on the waters?

We bless things even in our pain.

We bless them in silence.

That is why our music is so sweet,

It makes the air remember.

There are secret miracles at work

That only Time will bring forth.

I too have heard the dead singing.

And they tell me that 

Life is good

They tell me to live it gently

With fire, and always with hope.

There is wonder here

And there is surprise

In everything the unseen moves.

The ocean is full of songs.

The sky is not an enemy.
Destiny is our friend.
We deny our vulnerability in a pretence of strength –

Instead of discovering our strength in the acceptance 

of our vulnerability.

Everything can be taken from a man but one thing: the last of the human freedoms – to choose one’s attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one’s own way.



                        Victor Frankl: “Man’s Search for Meaning”
‘Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure. It is our light, not our darkness, that most frightens us. We ask ourselves, “Who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous, talented,  fabulous?”  Actually who are you not to be? 

‘You are a child of God. Your playing small does not serve the world. There’s nothing enlightened about shrinking so that other people won’t feel insecure around you.

‘We are all meant to shine, as children do. We were born to make manifest the glory of God that is within us. It’s not just in some of us; it’s in everyone. And as we let our own light shine, we unconsciously give other people permission to do the same. As we are liberated from our own fear, our presence automatically liberates others.’

              Nelson Mandela’s inaugural address
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 rivers.

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clear 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
CAST ALL YOUR VOTES FOR DANCING

I know the voice of depression

Still calls to you.

I know those habits that can ruin your life

Still send their invitations.

But you are with the Friend now

And look so much stronger.

You can stay that way

And even bloom!

Keep squeezing drops of the Sun

From your prayers and work and music

And from your companions’ beautiful laughter.

Keep squeezing drops of the Sun

From the sacred hands and glance of the Beloved

And, my dear,

From the most insignificant movements

Of your own holy body.

Learn to recognize the counterfeit coins

That may buy you a moment of pleasure,

But then drag you for days

Like a broken man

Behind a farting camel.

Hafiz

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 dream of 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 dreams, 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 to life’s betrayals or have shrivelled and closed from the 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, or to remember the limitations of being human.

It doesn’t interest me to know whether 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.
I want to know if you can see beauty even when it is not pretty, every day, and if you source your own life from its presence.

I want to know if you can live with failure, yours and mine, and still stand on 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 to know 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 Leader, Indian Elder

                           WARNING
When I am an old woman I shall wear purple 
With a red hat which doesn’t go, and doesn’t suit me, 
And I shall spend my pension on brandy and summer gloves

And satin sandals, and say we’ve no money for butter.

I shall sit down on the pavement when I’m tired

And gobble up samples in shops and press alarm bells

And run my stick along the public railings

And make up for the sobriety of my youth.

I shall go out in my slippers in the rain

And pick the flowers in other people’s gardens

And learn to spit.

You can wear terrible shifts and grow more fat

And eat three pounds of sausages at a go

Or only bread and pickle for a week

And hoard pens and pencils and beermats and things in boxes.

But now we must have clothes that keep us dry

And pay our rent and not swear in the street

And set a good example for the children.

We must have friends to dinner and read the papers.

But maybe I ought to practise a little now?

So people who know me are not too shocked and surprised

When suddenly I am old, and start to wear purple.

                                                                                 Jenny Joseph
Whatever my secrets are,  remember

when I entrust them to you they are

a part of me.
