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From Seven Sonnets on the Lord’s Prayer 
 
VII – Power, and the Glory 
 
The kingdom and the power and the glory,  
The very things we all want for ourselves!  
We want to be the hero of the story  
And leave the others on their dusty shelves.  
How subtly we seek to keep the kingdom,  
How brutally we hold on to the power,  
Our glory always means another’s 
thralldom,  
But still we strut and fret our little hour.  
 
What might it mean to let it go for ever,  
To die to all that desperate desire,  
To give the glory wholly to another,  
Throw all we hold into that holy fire?  
A wrenching loss and then a sudden freedom  
In given glories and a hidden kingdom. 
 
Malcolm Guite from Parable and Paradox,  
Canterbury Press, 2016 
 
 
from: You Want it Darker 
 
If you are the dealer, I'm out of the game 
If you are the healer, it means I'm broken 
and lame 
If thine is the glory then mine must be the 
shame 
You want it darker 
We kill the flame 
 
Magnified, sanctified, be thy holy name 
Vilified, crucified, in the human frame 
A million candles burning for the help that 
never came 
You want it darker 
 

Hineni, hineni 
I'm ready, my lord/ 
There's a lover in the story 
But the story's still the same 
There's a lullaby for suffering 
And a paradox to blame 
But it's written in the scriptures 
And it's not some idle claim 
You want it darker 
We kill the flame 
 
They're lining up the prisoners 
And the guards are taking aim 
I struggled with some demons 
They were middle class and tame 
I didn't know I had permission to murder 
and to maim 
You want it darker 
 
Hineni, hineni 
I'm ready, my lord…………….. 
 
Hineni, hineni 
Hineni, hineni 
I'm ready, my lord 
 
Hineni 
Hineni, hineni 
Hineni 
 
Leonard Cohen from You Want it Darker, 
Columbia Records, 2016 
 
from Anthem 
 
The birds they sang 
At the break of day 
Start again 
I heard them say 
Don't dwell on what 
Has passed away 
Or what is yet to be 
 



 
Yeah the wars they will 
Be fought again 
The holy dove 
She will be caught again 
Bought and sold 
And bought again 
The dove is never free 
 
Ring the bells that still can ring 
Forget your perfect offering 
There is a crack, a crack in everything 
That's how the light gets in…….. 
 
Ring the bells that still can ring 
Forget your perfect offering 
There is a crack, a crack in everything 
That's how the light gets in 
That’s how the light gets in 
That’s how the light gets in 
   
Leonard Cohen, Columbia Records, 1992 
 
Of Being 
 
I know this happiness 
Is provisional: 
             The looming presences- 
             Great suffering, great fear- 
 
             Withdraw only 
              Into peripheral vision: 
 
But ineluctable this shimmering 
Of wind in the blue leaves: 
 
This flood of stillness 
Widening the lake of sky: 
 
This need to dance 
This need to kneel: 
 
                             This mystery: 
 
Denise Levertov, from The Stream & the Sapphire,  
New Directions Books, New York, 1997 

 
from Rime Spirituali, # 103 
 
I’m afraid the knot in which for years 
my soul has been bound up now rules: I 
write 
from habit, not because I am on fire. 
I’m afraid the knot is tightly tied, 
and by myself: I’m proud 
and therefore dull. I think 
my days are useful 
when in fact I waste them. 
Come, then, flame of love: 
sear me from within 
again. Make me make my song 
from silence and hoarse cries. 
God listens only for my heart. 
He cares nothing for my style. 
 
ACCEPT ME 
 
Accept me, Dear God, accept me for this 
while. 
 
Let those orphaned days that passed without 
You be forgotten. 
 
Only spread this small moment wide across 
Your lap, holding it under Your light. 
 
I have wandered in pursuit of voices that 
drew 
me, but led me nowhere. 
 
Now let me sit in peace and listen to Your 
words in the soul of my silence. 
 
Do not turn away Your face from my heart’s 
dark secrets but burn them until they are 
alight/ 
with Your fire. 
 
Rabindranath Tagore from The Heart Of God, 
Edited by Herbert F. Vetter, 
Tuttle Publishing, Boston, 1997 

 


