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Our Dawning Realization
Psalm 139

This is an epic poem.  The ancient  story of birth, of resistance and dying, and of being born again.  
It is ”Our Dawning Realization.”  Pray with me …
Prologue:

It begins in darkness.


Total and omnipotent darkness.


And it is very good. 
Warm and full of life.

Warm and smooth and soft.


Almost silent.  Except …  a heartbeat.



A heartbeat.




And something else.





Somewhere else.






Sounds beyond the heartbeat.
Voices?





Far off.  Voices, soft and muted.
My voice, but separate.

Other than me.


Something … someone else.



Especially one.




One other.





A voice.






A bit louder than the rest.  Louder.







But patient and kind.








My voice?
It seems to come from me.

But it is not my own.


Slow to anger and abounding in steadfast love.



Mine.  My voice and not my own.
Singing and song.
Nothing present except that which desires my being.

Not just my survival, 



but my nourishment,



my enrichment,




my potential,





my happiness.
All that is required is to grow in the love that surrounds me.

Warm and soft and smooth.


To be nourished and enriched and happy.



Patient and kind.
It is my all.

All I have.


All I need.



All I want.




All I hope for.





All I dream of.
My all.

All. 



And then …
The Birth:

The light.

As if commanded from beyond, the light.


Blinding and stabbing at first.
And the cold.

From surrounded to exposed, from warm and soft, to cold and firm.
The cold

and an infinite beyond.
Beyond me,

behind mine.


Beyond her, the one.



My one.




So far beyond.
I try to scream.

Nothing.
I curl.

I stretch.


Over and over.
And the cold again.
Shocking the breath right into me.  (*Inhale*)
The Breath.  The Breath.

What a breath.
In an instant I see it all.
The dark rolling clouds;


the falling rain;



the flashing lightening;




the void;





the shapeless mass.






Nothing  and everything.
Dreams and visions and hopes and desires
All plummeting outward. 

In an instant I hear it all.

The clap of thunder;


the spitting water;



the cracking Mass;




the moans of nothing and everything.
The screams and fears of visions and dreams.
The ecstatic cries of hopes and desires.
In an instant I feel it all!

The cold;



the searing heat;



the stinging rain;




the blinding light;





the emptiness;






the fullness;







the hope;






the fear;





the trust;




the knowing;



the wondering;


the pain;
the … what was this last?
The love … But more.
The life … Still more.
The One.
Still there, but changed.
Bigger …Beyond.
And deep within.
That breath.

Inhaled.


Deep within.
What a breath it is!

It is me.


But not me alone.

It is mine.


But not mine alone.

It has a name.


This everything.



A name beyond the naming.
The more;

the rest of it;



all parts of it;



the whole of it;




whose words are not my words;





whose thoughts are not my thoughts.
“A-dam-ah,”

the earth,


the sky,



the water and wind;




the microbe,





the beetle,






the rabbit and fox;





the oak tree, the willow,




the rock and the flower;



the chimpanzee and the whale;


the human:  mother, father, daughter, son.
All of these.  And more.

Named without an identity.


Adonai.  Elohim.  Yahweh.



Mine and not mine at all.




My life.  My love.





My God, my God …
“O Lord, you have searched me and known me.

You know when I sit down and when I rise up;

You discern my thoughts from far away.

You search out my path and my lying down,


And are acquainted with all my ways.

Even before a word is on my tongue,


O Lord, you know it completely.

You hem me in, behind and before,

 
And lay your hand upon me.
Such knowledge is too wonderful for me;


It is so high that I cannot attain it.”  Psalm 139:1-6
So I accept it.

It is mine.


And I trust it … I trust … you.



I need naught but that which you provide.
My me.

My other.


My one.



My all.




My heartbeat.





Warm and full of life.






Warm and smooth and soft.
I am silent.

And I am happy.
And Eons pass.
The Resistance:

Eons pass and I have grown restless in my search for knowledge.
Surely there is more.  There must be more.

I must have more.


It must become mine.



But not for me … for others.
I have been taught.

I have watched (and listened some).



And I have learned.
It has a name.

This everything.


A name beyond the naming.



A more;




the rest of it;





all parts of it;






the whole of it;







whose words are not my words …

… but I must speak.
Whose thoughts are not my thoughts … 

…but I must explain.
How?
I will know.


I will know.


And when I do, I will control.



Oh, not for me.




Not for me alone.





But for … others.
I will know it and then explain it.

This sacred.
Teach it.  And then share it.

This more.
Adonai,

Elohim,


Yahweh,



my God, my Lord.
I will set it apart.

Celebrate it.


It must be made distinct.



Worshipped.
I will differentiate.

Discriminate.


So much more than me.



So little of me, actually.




Not really me at all.
Separate.
I must break free.

Cut loose.


Divide.



Disconnect.




Detach.






Undo.






Branch out.







Withdraw.








But how?
How can I celebrate what I now know.

How can I honor this “differentness” if it is within?


How can I lift the name on high if it is here with me?
How can I sing?

There are too many songs.
We must decide on one.
We must know.


For its own good.



It must leave us.




Become the other we need it to be.





Contradict us and cast us out.






Oh, not too far.







Just a little below … 
Let us go.

Let …


me …



go .
Why isn’t this working?

Why are you not listening?


It is for your glory.



It is for you,




my voice,





my life,






my love,







my all.
No one is listening now.

We don’t understand.


You are too close;



too much;




too me;





too … us!






Be gone … 







Separate …
“Where can I go from your spirit?


Or where can I flee from your presence?

If I ascend to heaven, you are there.


If I make my bed in Sheol, you are there.

If I take the wings of the morning


And settle at the farthest limits of the sea,

Even there your hand shall lead me,


And your right hand shall hold me fast.

“If I say, ‘Surely the darkness shall cover me,

and the light around me become night,”

Even the darkness is not dark to you;


The night is as bright as the day,

For darkness is as light to you.” Psalm 139:7-12
But let me go!

It’s so hard.  So very hard.  
I can’t explain.  They won’t listen.  You won’t leave.  
I can’t describe.  They won’t see.  You don’t understand.  
You’re not helping me.  
This is for you.  
You are not me.  
 You are not mine.  
You cannot be.  
I’m … 
I am … 
Different! 

…
And Eons pass.

The Death:
Eons pass and I have grown old in my … independence.
I am alone.
I have more than I dared hoped for, but …
I am alone.

Oh, there are others.

Very close to me.


Those that have come to me.



Those that have come from me.




Those that love me in the way that they can.





But they are not me.




They are other.



They are their own.


Individuals all.

And I am lonely.
Deep within.
I am only me.
I long to give that which I have long since lost.

What was it?
I wish for you, my friend … 



What?




I can barely remember.





Security?
I wish for you, my son … 

… faith and trust?
I wish for you my daughter … 



… courage and strength?
I wish … 

I wish … I could remember.


I don’t remember.



I had it once.




Hope.  A memory of something that used to be.



A memory, or how could I hope?


Some past knowledge.

 Some past knowing.
But, I can’t … anymore.
There is only … the dying.
And Eons pass.

The Rebirth:
Eons pass and I have accepted my poverty.
There is a knowledge too wonderful for me.

A knowledge too … high.


So high that I cannot attain it.



Too high to reach.
I accept my poverty … 

And then … only then,

I remember …

It is there … in the breathing.



It is coming back … 
The breathing out.




In the letting out … 
The breathing in.







In the giving up .. 
The Breath







A Breath.






So long ago.





A Breath.




Of life.



Into me.


From me.

A breath.
And before it, voices.
My own, but not my own.

A heartbeat.


In rhythm with mine.



But more than mine.




Almost silent.





Warm and soft and smooth.






Warm and full of life.
Could it be?

Are you there?


Deep within.



More than one.




More than me, but mine.





Adonai … ?
“For it was you who formed my inward parts;


You knit me together in my mother’s womb.

I praise you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.


Wonderful are your works;

That I know very well.


My frame was not hidden from you.

When I was being made in secret,

Intricately woven in the depths of the earth.

Your eyes beheld my unformed substance.

In your book were written all the days that were formed for me


When none of them as yet existed.

How weighty to me are your thoughts, O God!


How vast is the sum of them!

I try to count them – they are more than the sand.

I come to the end – I am still with you.”  Psalm 139:13-18
And eons pass.
I am free in my search for wisdom.
And so I let go.

Again.


Falling into nothing.



Into everything.




Singing and song.





Laughter and tears.






Breathing.







And oh, what a breath …
In an instant I hear it all,

I see it all,


I feel it all.



Again.
“Such knowledge is too wonderful for me.”

Yes … but,

Such knowledge is all mine.
To have and to hold.

Not to master and control.

To love and to cherish.

Not to define and to restrict.

To offer and to hope.

Not to coerce and to condemn.
From my poverty comes my peace.

And in my peace comes a prayer.


My prayer.




Our prayer:
O that you would kill the wicked (within us), O God,

And that the bloodthirsty would depart from (us).

(When we) speak of you maliciously, 

and lift (ourselves) up against you for evil!

Do we not hate (that within that) hates you, O Lord?


And do we not loathe (that within which) rises up against you?

We hate (it) with perfect hatred;

We count (it) our enemy.

Search (us), O God, and know (our) hearts;


Test (us) and know (our) thoughts.

See if there is any wicked way in (us),


And lead (us) in the way everlasting.  Psalm 139:19-24 (paraphrase mine)

And Eons pass.


And we are joyful.



Again.

May it be so.

The Amen:

Amen.
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