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Erica’s
Copper Bowl

| am a beggar for spirit,
a beggar with a bowl,
a bowl of burnished copper,
a chalice of the soul.
The alms | gather in it
are lighter than the arr,
no mortal eye can see them,
and they are there to share.
Pray open up your heart, friend,
and make a gift today,
the most precious that you have —
a sacrifice, | pray.

For truth and beauty and goodness
my bowl has endless space,
and sacrifice and duty
both go before in grace.

Yet when the bowl is brimming
with gifts of selflessness,
and it might seem replenished,
with nothing left to bless,
Still come, arrayed in fullness,
outpourings of true love,
to fill to overflowing

my burnished treasure-trove.

Rex Raab
12/29/94 — 1/1/95

This poem was wnitten as a tnbute

to Erica von Baravalle












	Cover



