Poetry and Spirit


	Words have meanings that are well defined for use in rational discourse, but also they can have other cryptic meanings that, whether alone or combined in phrases, in poetry can help us move past rationality by evoking the presence of Spirit. Poetry can free us from the restrictions of language-thought because a poem can say what it has to say without saying it. For me, these particular poems open a door to the corridor that leads the seeker to the experience of Spirit.
											JB



How strange to think of giving up all ambition!
Suddenly I see with such clear eyes
The white flake of snow
That has just fallen on the horse's mane!

	Robert Bly
	1999


A human, born of woman,
Is short of days and sated with restlessness.
He sprouts like a flower and withers.
He flees like a shadow and does not stay.

	Book of Job, 14:1-2
	Translated by Edward L Greenstein
	2019
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	William Carlos Williams
	1923



Dare you see a Soul at the White Heat?
Then crouch within the door -
Red - is the Fire's common tint -
But when the vivid Ore
Has vanquished Flame's conditions,
It quivers from the Forge
Without a color, but the Light
Of unannointed Blaze.
Least Village has its Blacksmith
Whose Anvil's even ring
Stands symbol for the finer Forge
That soundless tugs - within -
Refining these impatient Ores
With Hammer, and with Blaze
Until the Designated Light
Repudiate the Forge -

	Emily Dickinson
	c. 1862





The lake water's clear
the forest wind's pure

don't go - get off your horse
we'll finish up this wine

I've let my white hair grow
like the crest of a wild crane

what do I care for the neighborhood roosters
telling us all about dawn?

	Du Fu c. 768
	Translated by David P. Young, 2008





       Striking with the axe,
How surprised I was at the smell,
         In the winter grove.

	Yosa Buson  1716 - 1784




You, neighbor God, if sometimes in the night
I rouse you with loud knocking, I do so
only because I seldom hear you breathe
and know: you are alone.
And should you need a drink, no one is there
to reach it to you, groping in the dark.
I always harken. Give but a small sign.
I am quite near.

Between us there is but a narrow wall,
and by sheer chance; for it would take
merely a call from your lips or mine
to break it down,
and that without a sound.

The wall is builded of your images.

They stand before you hiding you like names,
And when the light within me blazes high,
that in my inmost soul I know you by,
the radiance is squandered on their frames.

And then my senses, which too soon grow lame,
exiled from you, must go their homeless ways.

	Ranier Maria Rilke
	Translated by Babette Deutsch
	1941






Unreal!
Unreal are both creation
And destruction,
And Man's body
Is illusion and a dream.

It is the house
Where for a space
Sojourn his heart and mind:
But seek not there
For man's real self -
It does not dwell therein.

	Chih Ming
	Sui Dynasty, 589-618
	Translated by Henry H. Hart, 1954
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