Yours
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Lcha yom af-Pcha laila (Psalm 74:16)

Yours is the dag; Yours is the nigl')t.
Yours is the dark and Yours is the light,
I am Yours and You are mine;

where ever I look it is You 1 find.

There is a love inside me that is almost unbearable. 1t makes no sense, and I often
jus’c shut it down, bottle it up or let this force of love simmer within me. Sometimes,
when 1 find a way to express this love Fu”g, Iletitout as a great wave of devotion

and service. It is such a relief. When I came across this line in Psalm 74, felt so
grateru] to have found a vehicle for this inner force of surrender to the One. The
relief comes from releasing the illusion of control, Iettinggo into the wiclest,

wildest embrace, and dissolving the excruciating tension of Dualitg.

(To magnhcg the surrendering force of this Prac’cice I add bowing. In the
downward motion, | gjve mysehc over and empty; and in the quard motion, |

receive the ghct that has been wai’cing for me.)



