
The Wisdom of  Contemplative Vision 

WELCOME TO LIFE!  
TK 
 
In this contemporary poetic vision by the poet TK, we 
are introduced to Life. Reality is the life we know and 
lived through outer and inner experience. Life, we 
know, is multi-layered and many-dimensional. There 
are the outer circumstances which can be known, 
explained and verified in some historical way. But then 
below the surface there are the layers and layers of 
lived experience that are difficult to express but which 
are the secret stuff that make up the inner experience 
we know intimately.   
 
Like an iceberg, the bulk of whose mass is submerged 
under water with only a tip showing, we live our lives 
in some depth of knowing that is unseen, often 
unexpressed, and unknown to others. Poets, however, 
dare to give voice to these hidden dimensions and 
experience, as TK does so powerfully in this poem.  
 
What does he see? At the outset he acknowledges the 
fact of grief and the ashes of the burning away of many 
dreams and precious possessions that we may have lost. 
Life at the surface is often experienced as a series of 
losses and the heartbreak of letting go. Over and over 
again we must surrender what we thought we possessed 
or what was absolutely indispensable to our well-being. 
It is surrendered in some way, or time itself takes it 
from our hands.  
 
We may have assumed we would always have good 
health, or that our incomes would stay safely in the 
black, or that our family system was stable. But then in 
a flash it all disappears—burned to ashes. The 
impermanence of life and time snatches it from our 
grasp and carries it off down its river-flow and into the 

unknown, and we are left standing, stunned, amazed, 
and often in deep grief. “Welcome to Life,” says TK. 
We imagined it differently perhaps, but its actuality 
takes us by surprise and sometimes leaves us in 
shock.  
 
So is that it? Is that all there is—these never-ending 
cycles of grief, this experience of ashes? TK sees the 
golden thread woven into the garments of grief. He 
sees the diamond emerging out of the black carbon 
of ash. He notes that all this (and everything) 
actually exists inexplicably in a realm he calls “the 
land of Love’s expression.” How can this be? How 
can such diametrically opposite realities exist side 
by side—loss and love, grief and wisdom? 
 
In this deep underground experience that we all 
know to some degree, he finds answers that become 
the treasures discovered in our asking and in our 
search. He does not allow us let go of grief to attain 
the false peace of magical thinking. But he also does 
not let grief destroy the delicate strands of light and 
the golden threads of love that weave themselves 
into our experience. He holds them together in 
dynamic equilibrium as the paradox that becomes 
both the treasure, the Teacher, and the teaching in 
this school of wisdom that we call our Life.  
 
 
TK is a modern poet living currently in Ann Arbor, 
Michigan. He is a Buddhist practitioner and has 
helped to found a spiritual community with other 
practitioners in that region of the country. He is also 
a prolific poet and a friend of Alison Hine.  
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Reflections on Image and Text:  
 
1. This poem introduces us to an in-depth examination 

of our interior experiences with Life itself. When 
you hear and read this poem, what strikes you? 
What do you hear most deeply? 

2. Which parts of TK’s poem strike you as absolutely 
true because you have known or experienced these 
thoughts and feelings in your life? 

3.  Which parts seem uncertain, unknown or 
inexplicable to you? Perhaps they are simply 
confusing or create conflict inside of you. Make a 
list of these difficult parts. Add your own 
descriptions.  

4. How or why can TK call the realm we currently 
inhabit the “land of Love’s expression?” 

5. The poet uses many metaphors to try to express his 
own experience. Which ones seem most important 
to you? 

6. When you look at the images as they seek to 
interpret the meaning of the poem, which images 
stands out most for you? Why? 

7. How do the other images help you to grasp the 
meaning of this poem? 

 



Lectio divina 
The Contemplative Reading of a Sapiential Text 

WELCOME TO LIFE!  
 

L adies and gentlemen, welcome! 
Words can not hold what I have to say to you tonight and yet 
words are the coin of the realm, here in the land of Love’s 

expression.  
For instance, how shall I speak to you of the gold thread on the hem 
of my living, or the fact that I am made of ashes? 
. 
I wear living like a dress, an adornment for the own most nakedness 
of Being - and, on its edge, that place where my living and loving 
meet in this, our conversation, I have sewn sunlight, borage flowers, 
wisteria, 
the promises of children 
the trembling serenade of honeycomb. 
. 
Today ash covers my brow, my cheeks, my ribcage and loins. 
Being’s rage and bluster all burnt out now the ash from the corpse of 
simplicity. The ash of love and grief.  
Ash covers me head to toe. 
And I have given up my life, like Lot’s wife, 
for a single glance, 
another moment, 
the salt of tears. 
. 
Grief has laid me bare, stretched me out taught, walked me down to 
the edge of the river styx, provided transportation. Grief crushes and 
then opens the breastbone, curling it back like the top of a tin can 
releasing Love's doves .... and it begins again. 
. 
Grief and joy are both complete and whole. Grief and love are both 
complete and whole. Grief and Love, and now Joy are both 
complete and whole in the luminous ground where prayer has 
become silence offered into mystery and so 
the charcoal of my life 
is crushed to diamond 
by wisdom.  



. 
Ladies and gentlemen I would, in this golden thread grief, 
kiss you each on the lips, run my hands through your hair, 
pick you up like small children in the sunlight latticework 
of life and whisper “It will all be alright.” (though it won’t 
and yet it will) …………… 
. 
Tomorrow it may, again, be all grief  
but tonight  Tonight!  it is forgetfulness  
and grief is cuckolded by love.  
. 
Ladies and gentlemen, welcome! Welcome to Life! 
 
 
 
 

—TK 
This poem has been passed personally  

to his friend, Alison Hine, 2018 
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