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THE GREAT FLOOD ‘ _
Tears well up artesian '
flowing over. -

flooding fA ;.,%v,er my words
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_ § PROPHET
\“ff’j' : o ; o Double barreled word shot

full of seed already

moistened in the humus
of our listening heartmind.

When will my work be big enough for my soul?
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CELEBRATE LIFE!

Take off your shoes!
the grounding green
and humus brown

offers life to
and yo

O SOUC

R our roots! . =, 0,

of water
yearningg
ste

petak

Gaf o Oy i
place forplagc S u!,.
drip-dropping life.
space to space
apple-seeding across the land.

my river
runs wild and

the land becomes more fertile
Celebrate life! for the planting of tomorrow.

BEING ONE

Today in my moments of reflection on
my place in God’s creation, I became
LIFE - teeming with all that inhabits
the sea and sky and soil. The fire of the
candle on my reading table so inflamed
my mind and heart in understanding
your words that they were etched there
by Lady Wisdom’s chisel.
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THE WATER HAS NEVER FEARED THE FIRE

Tender tidals
wave to me
and beckon me
to swim against
them.

Diving deeper and deeper
into the frontal attack,

[ am empowered in

the mystery of fire

in the water

burning at the core

of the earth

within me.

I die in the fire’s
womb water

and crash against the
rock of life when
birthed from the sea.

I lie exhausted

in the valley of placentafood,
but awake,

breathing freely

in my own lungs

now purified by God’s mouth.

7

ALL AT ONCE

Come, thou gentle breeze

that flies from farthest shore

into the universe of my being —
scared and sacred

all at once —

jump into the fire

and dance the sky bright star steps.



-H:;uww\ Cem ave sowmebhing bhat bhe go aof ces('ow on of ers, t e- are aof

00 ez‘r@e %}30 406 Ce-séw o}of}e%r; %mg amcg wéofe—ve-rb 0&5{ %s %e-w Bawe—
'\E"VG'T ee—a 3 wt(’u ()e- are ot bo rece-we— o\r\& @‘r %ew For (’}ew;e@ve—;

m@one, Cuf (' are f}e—wse—@ve—; and pour ?or% ever %U‘é% 0sse-ss {n
f}ew 60(9&&"5 an (9 §0\405 as ‘Fm- a/‘ro;;twe an Wba(’ever of}er; eslre o }ew

Q\Awm«; twy e—(‘us OAef“F\cm(' CW\('A('G"M :De\ s'mcHltcmw(' (‘mcemmcuOuw Suum th;w«u; PRESENTLY NUMBERED SERMON TWENTY-SIX
yat

POURING FORTH ONE TO ANOTHER

Today my teacher became me — crawling in my skin, not only through words, but through
the very fibers of his flesh and blood. I had excitement being possessed with “How would
he say this?” “Did he pause here and look away from the paper?” “What really happened
between the time of experience and the time of verbalizing on the paper?” “Did he yearn to
capture the words that immediatized during the experience, but never could retrieve them
on reflection and had to settle for second best, which becomes the best in retrospect?” “Did
he feel what I feel in the creative moment?” “Is there but one great river into which we all
swim in those currented moments?”

The words were no longer words but vibrations from the mouth- heart mln l = -space
They were connected, being shouted, whispered, from a hvmg be

a new way of seeing.

RUN!

Explain to me

the open door that invites

by grabbing my hand

and running with it across the paper
into words and making.

catches the*Skor

before speec\
s theees

and swallow

/ full flavored logos flower
M walking forever onward
Y . head blossomed.
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BEGINNING
Gather me
gently
together
RE7 to myself
in newness
Re-tell-ing of soul
Re-pair-ing with
Re-search-ing all
Re-dis-¢cover-ing brothers
Re—m§mb§r—ing EVER sisters
EZESSI;g Ev§r expanding ;itrfs
universe — me :
exploding Gather me
imploding gently.
ever
again
and
ever
again.

MY OWN CRYING

The tears of my own crying carry me.back into-the
wombs from Whlch I came — ea.rt‘h’s, mother’s, G.od’s. BOUN DARIES
My own bursting forth and wailing when met-with

breath and light; the wind and fice of.creation,.is.em- Where

bedded deep.withinme: Even-niow.as more fully grown, S

I curl into position and am born anew and cry to return the

from whence I came. I am born from below, born from bpundary

above, born from within, born from without. Now I !mes

know that there is but one birthing — eternal. in the water
we swim

together?
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A name is called; |
Here I am!
Violin
golden stringed acacia wood
silver stallion bowed.

Play!

ON MY DOCK

Fisherman and fish
together I am
experiencing life —
casting and caught
eater and eaten.
One.

HELD IN TENSION

It’s like ’'m being held in tension between the high and low
notes of the symphony orchestra and all music is contained
within that tension and comes alive for that moment and
has a vibrancy beyond the notes themselves. It is like part of
an eternal moment — now. It is like being held in the tension
of the flaring forth and the yearning for coalescing.

IN CONCERT

[ am resting or sleeping
in God, but focused and
attentive and alert. Other
thoughts are there but it’s a
unity — like a point moving
out and through and into
the universe — no barriers,
a oneness — no words for
\ it — really just one. A
strange sense of winter
barrenness like the
outside. I am a slender
tree — rooted and bare,
moved by the wind in
A consort and concert with
all creation, especially
the other trees as we
sway together.




Alessondro del Bene was one of my ancestors living in Bellona, Italy. His signature is authentic.
This fictional corrrespondence was composed as a tribute to Meister Eckhart.
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Ron DelBene has been doing spiritual direction and leading
programs in the areas of prayer, spirituality and personal
development since 1963. Ron holds a Master’s degree in
Theology and a Doctor of Ministry in Spirituality and
Organizational Systems. He has done additional postgrad-
uate work in education, psychology, and counseling. He is
an author, poet, artist and Episcopal priest. He was an assistant profes-
sor of theology, director of a campus ministry center, and national con-
sultant in religion for an education division of CBS.

Since 1980, Ron’s organizational system’s leadership has been primarily
in churches, empowering them in understanding their mission, goals
and structure for effective and creative ministry. Ron and his spouse,
Eleanor, reside in Trussville, Alabama, and have two grown children and
two grandchildren.

If any part of this booklet is reproduced, the author requests that the following be
attached: copied with permission of the author, see www.delbene.org

If you found encouragement for your journey from this booklet, please consider
a donation to The Hermitage, a nonprofit 501(c)(3) corporation devoted to
providing opportunities in personal and professional growth and direction.



