
light in the darkness of ignorance may 
cast a glimmer, like a candle in pitch 
black, that sets the path a glow for the 
seeking ones to follow.
 So let your heart break open until all 
the hardened pieces shatter and fall away 
from you, and from your memory scatter. 
Your begging to be known, piece by piece, 
will never bring you home. 
 The broader heart contains both 
night and day, and does not pick and 
choose or decide on one preference or 
another. The night turns into day, and day 
only lasts until the night takes over. But 
the heart, wide open, contains them both 
in stillness to their ever-changing way. 
 The light of the heart burns brighter 
than the strongest sunny day, and the 
heart is capable of depth beyond the 
blackest place, far inside the dark, cold 
earth. For the heart does not measure 
itself in earthly limitations. It’s mystery 
goes deeper and wider and further than 
the known beyond.
	 The	heart	is	never	filled.	It	is	like	
an	ever-opening	flower,	always	reaching	
further to the source for more. Always 

 

Broken Shells of the Heart

 Our hurt and damaged sense 
of self is reaching out and 
punching air, in a vengeful 

state of disrepair. 
 This is our tender heart, that must 
break, and further open to include unfore-
seen possibilities beyond our expectations 
and	customary	flow.	It	will	be	our	certain	
destiny, to open our hearts to accept more 
than what we know.
 Once we enter through the slightly 
shaded	door,	the	infinite	echoes	back,	and		
none of us can return to accepting less 
than more.
 To accept the ignorance of others 
with a heart open to love, is to see 
through the door shut tight, and let the 
creator’s breeze come through. 
 It may be only through the cracks 
of your shattered, broken heart, that the 



 The broken pieces of shells that 
eventually disintegrate to become the 
particles of earth, were not designed for 
flight	beyond	the	birth.	
	 If	you	could	see	your	wings	of	flight	
that dwell within your heart, you would 
never stumble back to broken shells of 
ignorance, and would truly soar into your 
self remembrance. 
 Just because some other cannot 
see the wing’s they’ve got, nor see how 
your wings take you to places of higher 
thought, all of this still belongs inside the 
open heart, where love truly gets its start.
 Thank you for being here with me 
in this foreign land of shattered pieces. I 
wouldn’t know my way without you here. 
But, we haven’t traveled anywhere, we’ve 
been here all along. The door simply 
remained closed for just this long. You 
needn’t close it now. There is no latch 
or hinge, nor privacy on which you may 
infringe. 
 Come as you are, not as my guest, 
but as the ruler of this place. You are the 
one who can pull veils aside and let the 
light	flow	in.	This	is	your	home,	your	

willing to open another petal, to stretch 
and grow a little more, to keep going, as 
does nature, to adore.
	 Far	beyond	where	simple	fingers	
long to touch, or intellect to know so 
much, and further than the senses hold 
or	simple	ignorance	can	scold,	the	infinite	
web of life is woven. 
 With open heart, you may take it all 
within. Such are the mysteries beyond the 
door that has no handle. And the Weaver 
of	the	web,	the	infinite	source	Creator,	
stands ever ready there waiting for your 
courageous heart to open and make your 
entrance in. 
 We may leave a trail of shattered 
fallen pieces in our wake, but we under-
stand this was the only risk we had to 
take. We do not need to return to put 
the pieces back together. The roughshod 
coverings will no longer serve. Pieces 
cannot hold the open-heart together. For 
the open-heart becomes like the wings of 
the	bird	that	shakes	off	the	shell,	and	the	
pieces served their purpose when they 
fell, just as the wings serve as they take to 
flight	as	well.



castle, your dwelling place within. You 
needn’t hire servants here, your word 
is life’s command. And out of the Great 
Fisher’s net, the bounty of love comes in. 
 


