








SUFFERANCE








How many wounds


Have I suffered


How much tears 


Did I shed





If there be yardstick


To measure it all


T’would come out


To a lifetime and more





But the tears I cry


And the wounds


Inflicted on me


I pray


Are not in vain





For fain shall I suffer


For no cause


Other than the 


Goodness of life





Fain shall I stumble


In the dark


Save for the light 


I perceive





My soul it feels shattered


My mind


My body


May perish


For they are but


Adornments of the self





Yet every cross I bear


For each smite I beget


And the countless blows I receive


Make me much more


Oh much more of the man I am




















I - 


I do not seek revenge


Nor do I lay curses


On my adversaries


Lest I become 


Lower than they





Phoenixes are of a kind


And man


Men I do believe


Are of a better kind





Heavy is my heart with grief


Hardened is my countenance


With sorrow


But sorrow brings joy


As joy gladness





In my aloneness


In my wakeful dreams


Have I wept


Not for the perennial inflictions


Not for the malevolent injustices


Nor for the simple minded persecutions


But


Only for love





Sufferance has been borne


By much sterner men


Who shall I be to cry





Look at my palms


The gaping holes in my feet


My side has been pierced


Still


With humble reverence


I call on you


For I know love


And beckon you


With a smile
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