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Inner Authority 
 
 

Make everything in you an ear, 
Each atom of your being, 

And you will hear at every moment 
What the Source is whispering to you, 

just to you and for you, 
without any need for my words or anyone else’s.   

          Jalaluddin Rumi 
 
 

e have been awash in “fake news” for so long, it has become a challenge to know what is 
true any more.  Today, much has been betrayed so who and what to believe in takes a 

good deal of discernment.  Blindly believing “authority figures” is naïve.  Always has been.  Being 
awake is certainly better than following anyone or any cause like one of the sheep in the flock, 
staying the course, bleating without thinking.  Intentionality, vigilance, staying awake takes 
commitment, perseverance and courage.  It is HARD WORK.  However, it may be one of the 
most important tasks set before us at this moment.   
 
What is the Source whispering to each one of us?  What are we being asked to do in the midst of 
a huge dose of uncertainty?  It would be short sighted to think all is going or should go, back to 
normal or that the future is going to unfold smoothly under President Biden.  The veil has been 
thrown aside.  The thinly covered cauldron of festering wounds is not going to disappear.  Now 
that the door has been thrown opened, it will take years to heal.  We find ourselves in danger of 
drowning in the consequences of injustice, denial and less than sufficient attempts to right so 
many ills in our country. 
 
We moved from Florida to the Dallas/Ft. Worth area in 1979.  After staying away from church 
for several years, we decided to find a place to land.  Ron wanted the liturgy and I wanted 
people.  We stumbled into little St. Stephen’s Episcopal Church in Hurst, TX and stayed for 10 
years.  We had found our tribe, which was just the right amount of dysfunctional to feel like 
family and…we thrived.  During that time, Fr. Spears was our interim priest, a curmudgeon of a 
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man, who had a quirky spark that drew me to him.  One Sunday, he stood up to preach.  He said, 
“The devil had a garage sale with only one item on the table.  A demon inquired, why was that 
wedge so costly? The devil smiled slyly and said, “The wedge represents despair.”  And then Fr. 
Spears sat down.  Certainly, the shortest sermon ever and one of the most significant I have ever 
heard. 
 
So, why do I relate this story?  Why has it been rankling around in my head so much lately?  It 
sits at the core of my decisions about how and who I want to be in this space in time.  This past 
weekend, during the San Marcos workshop, we watched a brief clip on Viktor Frankl.  He stated 
that, human beings are deciding beings.  A friend speculated that between the stimulus and the 
response, there is a space.  It is in that space, we can make the decision of how we want to “be.”  
Often, when there is a stimulus there is a “reaction.”  In that moment, I just may open my 
mouth before I weigh what my words can set in motion.  Words matter!  What if we stretch that 
space of time just enough so as to “respond”.  This is a liminal space in which we seek 
discernment.  In that moment, I determine which wolf I want to feed.  The past has taught me I 
can be a curse, or I can be a blessing.  If I choose the Wolf of fear and anger, I can also feed and 
enable the offspring of despair.  How I will respond in a way that invites light and love? That is a 
BIG challenge, especially when I want to make a snappy comeback to straighten out someone 
else’s thinking.  How do I address stinking thinking while standing in my truth and still honor 
another’s right of choice and at the same time, respecting our differences?  Lots to juggle.  
(Might help for me to count to 10.)  
 
The last four years, and especially the last 12 months, have shaken and confronted my beliefs, 
values, desires and dreams.  At times I felt I was gasping for air, unable to get a handle on the 
chaos battering, whipping, bullying, lying and just downright wreaking havoc everywhere.  I 
knew that in order to be a positive force for change in our country/world, I had to find my 
center again.  Of course, even as I tumbled into a place of darkness, brushing up again despair 
and depression, I never really lost my grounding.  It took time to sort through the sense 
disillusionment and loss.  It took time to sift through my own magical thinking of what “right” 
and “reality” means.  Not just mine but that of others.  It took time to right myself above the 
toxicity of a dystopian environment which had been invited to come forth from hiding. 
 
What we witnessed on January 6th was almost incomprehensible to me.  How could there be 
such a violent force unleashed on the grounds of our Capitol?  Violence fueled by rage, hatred, 
fear, and misguidance, down right lies etc., etc.  It did happen.  It will not disappear or be 
resolved or quietly slink back into some dark corner.  We must address the seething anger in our 
country.   
  
When I watched the inauguration, tears came instantaneously.  I was filled with pride, joy and 
hope.  Amanda Gorman used the word “uphill.”  Yes, for the next four years and beyond.  When 
I hear people talk about getting “back to normal,” that is not what I think will heal us.  What if 
we have gone through a tipping point and we have the opportunity to rise up out of the ashes as 
an awakened country, because of the last four years.  Where is the medicine in the poison?  
  
In the midst of seemingly insurmountable division what is our WORK?  How can we anchor light 
through bringing TRUTH?  What sanctuary can we offer so we can “hear” the fear and pain at 
the bottom of such despair?  
 



 
Excerpt from “Dancing in the Water of Life” by Thomas Merton: 
 
“As a night descends on a nation intent upon ruin, upon destruction, blind, deaf to protest, 
crafty, powerful unintelligent. 
 
It is necessary to be alone, to be not part of this, to be in the exile of silence, to be in a manner of 
speaking, a political prisoner… 
 
No matter where in the world he may be, no matter what may be his power of protest, or his 
means of expression, the poet finds himself ultimately where I am. 
 
Alone, silent, with the obligation of being very careful not to say what he does not mean, not to 
let himself be persuaded to say merely what another wants him to say, not to say what his own 
past work has led others to expect him to say. 
 
The poet has to be free from everyone else, and first of all from himself, because it is through this 
‘self’ that he is captured by others. 
 
Freedom is found under the dark tree that springs up in the center of the night and of silence, the 
paradise tree, the axis mundi, which is also the Cross.” 
 
Merton speaks directly to what I experience as inner authority.  He speaks of being responsible 
for who we are in this world.  We have journeyed together for many years now.  It seems we are 
all leaning into what we are called to do in order to embody Yeshua’s love in this world.  Part of 
that process has been a re-examination of my Rule of Life.  That means a closer look at what my 
motives, values, priorities are.  Am I clear minded, open in heart and mind?  Will I have the 
strength, confidence and wisdom to take a stand against forces of destruction?  Will I make 
space to ask of the other, “Tell me of your fears and your pain”?  Will I be able to invite 
acceptance, unity, healing?  Probably, not comfortably! 
 
I want to keep the greatest perspective I can have in order to get a grasp on possibilities.  I find 
encouragement and solace in Logion 16 from The Gospel of Thomas: 
 
Yeshua says, 
Some of you are thinking perhaps, 
That I have come into the cosmos to bring it peace, No! 
You do not yet realize that I have come to throw it into utter chaos. 
Five will be living in one household. 
Three will face off against two, and two against three. 
Parents will rise up against children, and against their parents, 
Until at last they shall stand united on their feet. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Diane Walker’s response from Illuminating the Mystery:  
 
“Comfort” 
 
I wouldn’t get too comfortable, 
Not if I were you. 
 
The battle’s just begun: 
 
Coyotes in the garden, 
Foxes in the woods, 
Your own lambs nipping at your heels- 
It’s all a lesson, 
Guaranteed 
 
To keep you on your knees. 
 
As Rumi states, I must stay awake and vigilant.  After eleven years in Al Anon, the most 
impactful take away is, I am powerless over people, places and things.  The only power I have is 
over me.   
 
We find ourselves in the ongoing stream of life’s normal challenges.  Bottom line for me is how 
am I going to choose to be in this world?  If I stay present to the present moment, I can trust 
that Wisdom’s voice will speak.  It is up to me to listen carefully in order to hear the whispers.  
The time is ripe for forgiveness and reconciliation, and perhaps, especially for humility.   
 
I must be stay mindful because I have learned the wedge is very, very costly! 
 

~~  Abbot Karen O. Poidevin 
 


