
PRIEST TO THE WORLD 

 

Step away from the city of human habitation for awhile 

 where you always have to be on guard, 

 so that the beauty of giving to all those around you 

 may arise once again inside. 

You see, our true nature is benevolence. 

One is just half of one’s self, only a part of one’s strength,  

 just a fraction of one’s talents, 

 without love’s constant reign over the provinces and realms you affect.  

Is it not clear, then, that charity is the essential matter? 

The earth itself is like an egg in my nest, 

 and you are my mate keeping it. 

This world needs our warmth against it, 

 or things will perish.  

There is already a pristine stream inside your inner field of vision. 

 By keeping that stream in view, you yourself will not be so thirsty, 

 so much in want, or in need of a constant cure—like the multitudes around you. 

Attention can rightfully be given  

 when you, freer of care, can turn to the persons around you. 

Only this kind of master can extricate him or her life from the maze, 

 and become a priest to the world. 

So let this inner knowing flow from your face, your hands. 

 Become a shelter, a refuge in this turbulent part of space and time. 

From some summit of laughter and joy, 

 reach down into the chaos of time and stop it for someone else. 

 O what blessing that would be! 

Open up a rare shop—give competition to the finest brothels. 

 Let people catch something from your heart that will cause them no grief, 

 but allow them to sing. 

You too can find those treasures from the ancient deposits of music once known, 

 that are still of such value.  

If so, sell what you find way below market value, 

 and the cost you have paid for in tears. 

Away from the city, where you need not be so on guard, 

 you are more apt to realize the beauty of God’s holy laughter.  
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