
RETREAT in ST COLUMBA’s at FAIRACRES   
              St Teresa of Avila 15th October 2017 
 
Not unlike praying at the Western Wall … 
for, though You’re overall and everywhere, 
there’s something tough and irreducible 
about this moment now in being here. 
Enclosure, though she has a kindly face, 
proclaims a boundary, a world beyond, 
that You, my God, inhabit, whence Your grace 
extends to bless the world within Your bond 
of holy love, that’s down to earth and not 
romantic in the least but day to day, 
encountering the devil in the dot, 
the detail overlooked, defied. We pray 
our posted notes, while silently You write 
instead, ‘O heart, be clothed in light’. 
 
So could it be that I resist Your rule 
that sets the boundaries to my ego’s wants? – 
that my protesting prayers show me a fool, 
given less to silence than to shallow rants? 
Enclosed I’d like to be, in love, yes, but 
enveloped, no; I want to feel a wall 
that’s near, yet far enough to find my hut 
a perfect space to pause, reflect, that all 
Your mercies should be made to sing Your praise, 
each one by name delineated, framed 
to make an altar on which I may raise 
an artist’s cross of which I’m not ashamed. 
But there’s the rub: the cross that’s my delight 
is wrought of Jesus’ pain, the devil’s bite. 
 
It’s rather boring, that I’m meant to make 
‘a good retreat’, but feel I don’t know how. 
The silence should be cavernous; awake, 
I long to bask within Your echoing ‘Tao’ - 
the depths of Your sheer being One-in-Three - 
enraptured, like Teresa, by Love’s dart, 
transfigured by Your will, by Christ set free, 
and, un-self-consciously, to give my heart. 
But my poor prayers scarce reach above my head 
before they fall back round my feet of clay. 
O Blessed Thou, who prayed through thorns, and bled 
for all, who bid us lightly bear the day: 
receive my feeble worst as though my best, 
and let Your endless gifts to us be blest.                                                 


