
FROM THE EDGE WHERE WORDS AND WORLDS COLLIDE. 
 

Some of my most inspirational moments come when I am surrounded by nature, walking, 
running or simply being outside, in a garden, near the ocean or a field, sitting on my urban 
balcony or on a bench near abbey ruins on beautiful islands where sheep wander freely. 
Nature is powerful and mysterious; it can sooth and comfort as well as destroy and unravel. 
It is in the nature of life, whether immersed in it or in the movement of daily life, that the 
process of living can overwhelm us with joy or sadness.  Sometimes the beauty of life floods 
over me. Other times all the violence and injustice in the world fill me with anger. Writing 
and praying offer solace in peaceful times, and refuge when things fall apart. This prayerful 
writing is an outlet for the love and anger that intersect throughout my life, with all the 
other worlds I move in and out of in ordinary and extra-ordinary moments. 
 
There is much going on in our country right now with the corona virus and protests 
surrounding us. So, it is even more crucial that we set aside time for intentional prayer and 
mindful meditation, to process all the emotions and thoughts rambling through our minds 
and bodies. Writing and walking help me, and even running or sewing still my busy head and 
open up a space in me for God to enter. What are the things that help you to be present to 
the holiness you seek?  
 
Look into the window of your life, and listen to the sounds beneath all the words that are 
clamoring for your attention. There is meaning there and understanding to questions, 
worries and dreams, for everything is connected to everything else in life. The secret to 
praying through all this is to begin where you are, and find your own way to respond to the 
beauty and confusion around you. So, pray beneath all the words, 
 
Pray beneath the words,   
where silence finds a voice 
in the noise of the world. 
Listen to what you do not hear 
and you will hear words of life 
from a story not told. 
 
Life is lived  
beneath the words,  
in a world of dreams 
from a world not told. 
 
Life untold and love unseen 
bring to voice who you are. 
Give to life all you have, 
life will grow in ways unknown. 
 
Let spirit be 
and keep on praying 
beneath the words, 
until you live again. 
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