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29. Walt Whitman lived while the scrolls of Nag Hammadi slept in
their red clay jar. He never read the words of Jesus about turning the
stone and breaking the branch . But his “Song of Myself” and other
poems are central texts for this theopoet, at least, and much of what I
have written her s in homage to him. The grand “I” of “Song of My-
self,” Whitman insisted, was not merely himself but the voice of all peo-
ple,all times, all places, “For cvery atom belonging to me as good be-
longs to you.” In the poem’s visionary final stanzas he also imagines a
‘marvelous reunion:

T departasair, I shake my white locks at the runaway sun,
Teffuse my flesh in eddies, and drift it in lacy jags.

Tbequeath myself o the dirt to grow from the grass I love,
Ifyou want me again look for me under your boot-solcs.

You will hardly know who I am or what I mean,
But I shall be good health to you nevertheless,
‘And filter and fibre your blood.

Failing to fetch meat first keep encouraged,
Missing me one place search another,
Istop somewhere waiting for you.”

30. The name of God isa call, not a presence, says John D. Caputo,
and what we scek is not physical reunion but a uniting of desirc and deed.
in “making truth come truc’
“The world quivers quictly under the weak force of an event, made
restless by the silent promptings of God's divinely subversive call.
Butisit really God who calls? Who knows who s calling? . . .
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No matter. We have been delivered from the search for the
name of God by the event. ... The truth of the event releases us
from the order of names and transports us to another level, where
truth does not mean learning a name but making truth come
true, making it happen.'®
31. We know solittle. The world i so large, and the spaces within as

well, and this world is but a grain of sand on the edge of one small sea.
‘The infinities within and around us may be terriffing, but they are ex-
hilarating to contemplate and to explore, as best we can. Let us take to
the open road, to the wide and unbound world. Let us listen for the call,
and turn the stone.

32. Poetry, my friend Dean Young insists, is about the making of
birds, not bird cages.!? I suspect I will never make a real bird—but the
gifts of voice and attention and imagination have been given to me, and.
toall of us, and why would God give such gifts if not to be used, if not
for the making of songs and storics that have not yet been heard? Cages

are useful, perhaps needful at times, but so are windows, doors, and

33. Not so far away, as God measures distance, planets spin under
strange suns, and perhaps creatures who look nothing like us—ora great
deal like us—tell sorics of One who came among them, bearing wis-
dom and offering a difficult, joyful new life. With voices unlike any we
have known, perhaps, they sing and praise, so sweetly that the fabric of
the cosmos shivers and wavers. And if we pause in our daily busyness
and bluster, if we still ourselves deply enough to listen, we might catch
an echo of their song.




