T. S. Eliot

Pause. Be attentive. Listen
not to the hollow shell-like voices around you but 
to the glorious silence that pervades life in its entirety. It is there
and I have seen it, I have felt it within myself and the letters and pauses that escape
from my mouth at every swift or shallow turn of the page and I know
that there is He who had felt and experienced it before me,
for I have followed His life and I have witnessed the silence that He betrays
in each measure of tone and tune and timbre, yet I do not fear Him or envy Him
I simply wish to be with Him. For though He has gone away many years 
He still remains within the silence, within the unspoken words of life and liturgy
He has inspired each wide-eyed mind that has sprung fully-clothed since
and though we look backward to His words, we are moved forward
by the thoughts and fundamentals which He lay at our bare feet. He takes us
in His hands and bathes us clean for the first time so that we may step closer
on the path towards Him. We are led to the mountains,
to Zion and to Kailash and to Jabal al-Nour where we seek
to understand life as He did in all its despair. He is our brother. 
Whoever shares their mind with me shall be 
my brother; while we live and write after Him, the words
He wrote are beside us and within us. When we write our words,
we are writing His. For though He has gone away many years 
He still remains within our minds and guides us
to the truth of existence. To the truth of ourselves.
We read you,
We hold you,
We thank you,
atque in perpetuum, frater,
ave atque vale
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