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Readings from in talk

The Parable
by Rabbi Nachman of Breslov

At the end of the earth stands a high mountain; on the top of this mountain
is a huge boulder, and out of the boulder flows a stream of clear water. At
the opposite end of the earth is the heart of the world. Now each thing in
the world has a heart, and the world itself has a great heart of its own. And
the heart of the world keeps the clear stream ever in sight, gazing at it with
insatiable longing and desire. But the heart of the world can make not even
one step toward it, for the moment it stirs from its place, it loses sight of
the mountain’s summit and the crystal spring. And if, though for a single
instant only, it loses sight of the spring, it loses in that same moment its life,
and the heart of the world begins to die.

The crystal spring has no life-span of its own, but endures only so long as
the heart of the world allows. And this is one day only.

Now at the close of day, the spring calls to the heart of the world in a song
and is answered in a song from the heart. And the sound of their song
passes over all the earth, and out of it shining threads come forth and
fasten onto the hearts of all the world’s creatures and from one heart to
another.

There is a righteous and benevolent man who goes to and fro over all the
earth’s surface, gathering up the threads from all the hearts. These he
weaves into Time, and when he has woven one whole day, he passes it over
to the heart of the world, which passes it over to the crystal spring, and so
the spring achieves another day of life.



1 Corinthians chi3 v 4-13

* Love is patient; love is kind; love is not envious or boastful or arrogant ° or
rude. It does not insist on its own way; it is not irritable or resentful; ®it
does not rejoice in wrongdoing, but rejoices in the truth. ’It bears all things,
believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things.

® Love never ends. But as for prophecies, they will come to an end; as for
tongues, they will cease; as for knowledge, it will come to an end. ° For we
know only in part, and we prophesy only in part; *° but when the complete
comes, the partial will come to an end... 3 And now faith, hope, and love
abide, these three; and the greatest of these is love.

Extract from Symposium
by Plato

“Who are his father and mother?” | asked.

“That’s a long story,” she said. “I'll tell it to you, all the same.”

“When Aphrodite was born, the gods held a celebration. Poros, the son of
Metis, was there among them. When they had feasted, Penia came
begging, as poverty does when there’s a party, and stayed by the gates.
Now Poros got drunk on nectar (there was no wine yet, you see) and,
feeling drowsy, went into the garden of Zeus, where he fell asleep. Then
Penia schemed up a plan to relieve her lack of resources: she would get a
child from Poros. So she lay beside him and got pregnant with Love. That is
why Love was born to follow Aphrodite and to serve her: because he was
conceived on the day of her birth. And that’s why he is also by nature a
lover of beauty because Aphrodite herself is especially beautiful.

“As the son of Poros and Penia, his lot in life is set to be like theirs. In the
first place, he is always poor, and he’s far from being delicate and beautiful
(as ordinary people think he is); instead, he is tough and shrivelled and
shoeless and homeless, always lying on the dirt without a bed, sleeping at
people’s doorsteps and in roadsides under the sky, having his mother’s
nature, always living with Need. But on his father’s side he is a schemer
after the beautiful and the good; he is brave, impetuous and intense, and
awesome hunter, always weaving snares, resourceful in his pursuit of
intelligence, a lover of wisdom through all his life, a genius with
enchantments, potions and clever pleadings.



“He is by nature neither immortal nor mortal. But now he springs to life
when he gets his way; now he dies — all in the very same day. Because he is
his father’s son, however, he keeps coming back to life, but then anything
he finds his way to always slips away, and for this reason Love is never
completely without resources nor is he ever rich.

Shall | compare thee to a summers day? (Sonnet Xlll)
by William Shakespeare

Shall | compare thee to a summer's day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date:
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st;

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.



