
























































































STRANGE HEART 

Strange heart and its reflections 
As in a limpid pool of crystal 
Of the Angel in all His perfections. 

Strange heart full of music soaring 
As if all the sounds of heaven 
Were through one frail vessel pouring. 

Strange heart now wayward wandering; 
Alas! thirsting for earthly joys, 
Vehicle of music clouded and floundering. 

Then strange music pouring from heart's wounds 
As if God must speak through sorrow. 
Still an Angel song when the last note sounds. 

Meral, 1952 

GOD AND THE MOMENT 

The living of life is an agony 
Of time before and time to come. 
Only in the moment lies the remedy, 
In the Self engrossed in passion 
For each moment, greedily drinking 
At the fount of life, the passing 
Of the present. In time stopped 
Lies God; not in worries from the past 
Nor revelations of the future. 
This is our realization at the last, 
At the bitter end of struggle . 
"Live in the now; it is golden." 
The Voice of God speaks thus; 
See His finger through all events, 
Each a direct dealing with the soul, 
Each a lesson no forethought prevents, 
Each an inkling of our goal. 

Meral, 1951 
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