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Don't close your heart tonight. 

Tomorrow keep it wide open too. 
Your life will happen, and people will do 

whatever they do. 
Speak the words that need to be said. 

Fight the fights that need to be won. Protect 
the ones that need your warrior sword. 

Walk away from them, when they no longer 
belong in your sacred space. 
But, keep your heart open. 

Don't build any walls, or tell yourself false 
stories, or block its sacred breath. You 

become the light-house. 

You be that one you've been waiting for. 

You be the savior that you keep looking out 
for. 

This is the secret doorway to that forever 
place of love that you belong to.



All you can do is bow to your weary heart. 
 

All you can do is sit in the middle of your 
fluttering soul who is readying you for 

something so big and unknown. 
 

All you can do is listen and write and speak 
and pray and sit. 

 
Now is not for knowing. 

 
It is the time for bowing to your heart who 
holds the key to the door of that mysterious 
whisper that never speaks out loud. It is a 

time for inner trembling and perfect 
listening. 

It is time to surrender again. You've walked 
this road before, and now you hold your head 

taller, your feet remember the way, your 
body is sure of this. 

 
You have new friends, new magic. 

 
Wait....listen.



There is a field of wildflowers where we go 
to find all the lost moments from 

whenever we forgot. 
 

Pieces of our hearts wait there counting 
the hours till the next exhale. 

 
Friends who we haven't met yet, but who 
have been calling out in tandem through 
the thick and heavy curtains that block 

our knowing. 
 

I'll stand here tonight wearing that woven 
tapestry of dreams that are still being 
written, and you listen quietly for my 
singing voice, maybe we will find each 

other.. 
 

Soon, tonight. 



If I could just stand here, so completely 
here, like the trees do. 

If I could know that I belonged, right here, 
in this exact spot. 

If I could learn how to be fed by whatever 
fell upon me. 

If I could drink the waters that rained. If I 
could stay here with no questions and live 

the winds with no hiding. 
 

If I could learn to live like the trees do, I 
would never doubt my worth. I would 

never hide my gorgeous self. I would never 
look at you with eyes of wanting or 

jealousy, because I would know that am all 
of it. 

I would never once forget to pay attention 
to this perfect moment, and I would never 

not want to be hugged by you. 
 

The touch of another is just so perfect and 
rare and wow.



Your mind is like the sky. Vast. Open. Wide. 
Expanse. Clouds and weather happen here. You 

become hurricanes, tornadoes, rainstorms, 
sunny days, wind. 

 
Then, you remember that there is always 

something happening with the weather, and it's 
always changing, so you might as well enjoy it 

while it lasts. 
 

This one weather pattern will never happen the 
same way again.



Sometimes, life breaks you open in way where 
you can taste it a little bit more deeply, hear it 

more loudly, and feel it more. 

All of your senses are awake. 

You feel the impact of each passing moment. 
Maybe you lose your keys, or forget where you 
put your underwear.....but, everything else is 
right up close in your face, and it's a special 

time. 

Drink it in while it lasts. Watch your dreams, 
taste your food, sit quietly, write, practice, 

feel. 

This will pass, and then you will once again, be 
less sensitive to all of the nuances of your life. 

But when this happens, pay attention



There comes a time when we realize that the only 
intelligent choice, is to accept the consequences of 

who we are. 
 

There comes a time when we realize that the only 
choice is to love ourselves for exactly who we are. 

There is nothing else to do. 
 
 

Everything else is you banging your head against 
a wall.



There is nothing 
more beautiful than 
an action performed 

with integrity of 
heart.



Hearts open from being broken and mended 
and broken again. It's the raw, vulnerable 

spaces inside that hold the tender threads of 
love that weave together, and build bridges 

between self and other. 
 

You must be willing to be seen, you must be 
willing to be held, and you must be willing to 

be stronger than you could have ever imagined. 
True love invites all of you. 

 
And you are so full of stories, ideas, 

perspectives, habits, and tall-tall tales. 
 

True love knows all of that, and is not, for one 
moment distracted from your goodness, beauty, 

freedom, and truth that shine like a million 
suns in your eyes and from the breath of your 

heart.



Tonight, I am the sky. Open, boundless, and 
free. Tomorrow, the earth. My presence 

permeates all things that are real. 
 

I am waters flowing, bubbling, crashing over 
shore. Clearing passages to secret caves that 

hide precious jewels. 
 

Fire ignites me and reveals all of the hiding, 
all of the mask wearing, all of the ways that I 

forget to pay attention. 
 

Air sweeps ashes aside, cleans the altar for 
the sky to fall, tumbling down, crown to feet 

to earth. 
 

My humble feet stand on the earth again 
with the sweet tenderness of knowing that 

everything is happening, and we are here to 
share it.



For a long time, I wanted out of here. I 
wanted to fly, like a bird, to a place far away. 

Then, I saw how beautiful it is when you get 
really close to something that wants to be 

seen. I saw in the details; the lines of wisdom, 
the scars of living, the muddy mixed-up 

waters, and the jewels shimmering beneath. 

Here, is where I found myself; all of my 
innocence wanting to be seen and heard and 
understood. I found that place where we all 

want to meet. I saw you there too. I saw all of 
your wanting to be seen and heard, and all of 

your unspoken truths and your great deep 
scars of living that hold the powers of 

compassion and understanding. I found me 
there and I found you. 

We met each other right here, in the center 
of everything and we never had to go 

anywhere to fall in love with life this way



Deeper and deeper, underneath the surface 
of all things, 

the most beautiful and resplendent light 
speaks it's longing through the waves of 

feeling, 

the thoughtful moments and the whispers 
of doves and hummingbirds 

who drink from the nectar of the wet and 
fertile forest that hides behind 

a secret gate that only opens at certain 
moments when things are lined up just 

right.



Carry me. 

 To where the whales sing their lullabies, and the 
light is dim. 

Carry me to the caves beneath the mountains 
where the bats share secrets of a world upside 

down. 

Bring me to the well that springs from the stories 
that were told to grandmothers when they were 

young. 

Hold me close to your breast so that I may hear the 
rhythms I have forgotten. 

Sing me the song that will teach me again who I 
am. 

Bring me the one who can see without eyes, and 
who knows without knowing. 

This is the prayer for times when you cry.



Today I am sitting in quiet. I begin the 
day with this meditation. 

I call back my spirit from every missing 
place. I call back my sacred voice from 

every time I gossiped, or judged, or mis- 
spoke about another. 

I call back my vision from everything 
that I have seen that was violent or 

hurtful. 

I call back my heart from all broken 
relationships and mis-matched partners. 

I call back my energy from every bit of 
wanting or worry or reaching into the 

future. 

I call myself back home. 

I sit here in this sacred and beautiful 
place of here now. 



How to Find Your Song. 

It was still in the time of ancient things when a 
girl would walk out into the forest and go 

searching for her song. She was told by her 
grandmother to find a tree that whispered in a 

voice she remembered. 
She would walk to that tree. Kneel down beside 
it, and she would knock on its trunk. 3 times. 

Then, she would listen. 

For some time, she would sit. 

The question would come to her. 
To the tree, she would ask the question, 

whispering. The leaves would rustle. 
The birds would get quiet. 

The deer would wait, and stand, alert. 
A hawk or an owl would cut open the sky, and 
call to her. She would feel a dragonfly nearby 

humming. 
Her song would then sing itself into her heart, 

and she would know how she belonged to herself 
and the earth.



Thank you for reading and listening. 
These words have been channeled through 
my longings to connect more deeply to life, 

the earth, my heart, and your heart. 
 

They are meant for contemplation.  I invite 
you sit with each entry, and see it as a 

question.  Let them vibrate in your body, 
and resonate in your heart.  See where they 

take you.  Feel where they live inside of 
you. 

 
If the words dont land, do not worry.  Let 
them flow through you, and out into the 
ethers.  If they land, then know that they 
are yours to embody and live in any way 

you choose. 
 

with love, 
 

Marni


