Never Doubt the Path You've Chosen


Long before I can remember 
I chose the path of heart. 
Then I listened to other voices. 
They said wait. 
You are too young.  

It is dangerous. 
You are not ready. 
Take the back seat.

 Don't run that race.

 You could be injured.
 Someone might be hurt.

So, I waited. I learned patience 
long-suffering.

 Long Suffering.

They said the path of heart was sacrifice,

 so I sacrificed. 
I sacrificed my heart. 
I sacrificed my path.

I never doubted that if I sacrificed long enough,

 one day I would find my heart’s desire.

The woman who for long ages played the role of servant
 grew angry, tired, outraged. 
The fire of rage awakened her. 
She told me so.

She raged at men for keeping her imprisoned beneath an iron heel.

I listened well.
 I chose to serve her liberation.
 The path of heart
 would be to sacrifice again
 This time to make room for her,

 to come into her queenly power.

 Maybe this would open a doorway to her angry heart.

I waited patiently and served.

I listened, counseled and encouraged her.

 In this way I would serve the healing of the world.
She said "Where is your fire? 
The fire that kindles my flame, 
that ravishes my heart. 
You are now a shadow of a dream. 
For the path you chose led you into darkness,

 to a place in community alone, 

and isolated from my garden.

Where is your desire now? 
You sacrificed your Lion King to save the maiden. 
You held back the warrior,

  the stallion,

 to protect a village.  

Now, after a lifetime, serving an illusion,




I see more clearly that she seeks only the King


and hungers for the Lion-hearted.

She longs to be taken by the warrior,

 to ride the wild stallion.

And you stand empty-handed,

 the servant at her door, 
while kings and warriors dance
 and sweep her off her feet. 
 Servant cannot take the Queen.
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