
When all the work is as complete as time allows 
and all the boring chores are done  
and free time dawns upon the daily round - 
the open door speaks volumes. 
The Lord waits without compelling. 
So easy to be quick, say what is prescribed, 
there'll be another day, 
a better time ... an easier mood. 
  
A candle lights the icon, flickering hope 
across the cross which fills the wall. 
The dying face looks down, 
the rising light ascends the body on the cross. 
There is a meeting, a flickering hope. 
From beneath the cross, 
from below the feet, 
from where the blood and water 
would have dripped away the sacred life: 
the Virgin Mother looks out on the world 
through every moment of the day and night: 
looks out as if to say: 
 
'whoever sits here and prays 
is brother, sister, mother, friend. 
Turn their water into wine 
and let them also give birth  
to strength in weakness, 
let them also share the joy  
of our hailed rejoicing.' 
  
A place to cherish, rarely to share, 
to enter slow and seek to exit quick. 
Sometimes the promised Go-between 
is met in silence,    
in flowing chant or fragrant smoke, 
in open hands before the opened word, 
in play of light or darkest depths, 
in roving thoughts or heavy lingering moods, 
or in warmed sunshined overflowing 
 generous praise. 
 

Here is a meeting place, 
the bottom rung 
where Gloria and Kyrie freely come and go. 
No cellophaned prayers  
pre-packed, wrapped neat, 
but heartfelt yearnings 
sometimes growing into wordless speech. 
This is the outer shell  
that takes us to the inner core, 
where silence is the loudest noise, 
and time no longer rules; 
so full of God's mysterious presence 
or so full of his apparent absence. 
  
Not an ancient holy place, 
just a box room set aside. 
No priceless peeling frescoes on the wall. 
No cheap and cheerful Madonna 
stuck staring from thick plaster and even  
 thicker paint. 
Just a cross to speak of cosmic salvation, 
and a simple icon to sum up all who hear his word, 
and witness to his presence; 
to speak of all that has been shown 
and to all that should be changed. 
  
Room to centre down 
deep into the stilled silence, 
where time is offered, 
problems faced, 
fears presented, 
praise can flow. 
The Spirit dives 
into the depths and fires afresh, 
and life is newly set ablaze. 
The seekings not in vain 
when God is in the longing. 
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