
 

 

Into the din of our inner confusion 

You come, gentle as a single snowflake. 

Into the rush of our continual hurry 

You come, slow as a melting icicle. 

Into the pressure of endless activity 

You come, easy as restful breathing. 

You come, silent as a falling star. 

Quiet One, restorer of stillness, 

You are present. Waiting to be welcomed 
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