
 
 

 

 

 
 

 

Poems of the Day 
 

Monday, 6 August 2018 
 
 

Fire 
  

What makes a fire burn 
is space between the logs, 

a breathing space. 
Too much of a good thing,  

too many logs 
packed in too tight 

can douse the flames 
almost as surely  

as a pail of water would. 
  

So building fires 
requires attention 

to the spaces in between, 
as much as to the wood. 

 
                                  When we are able to build 

open spaces  
in the same way 
we have learned 

to pile on the logs, 
then we can come to see how  

it is fuel, and absence of the fuel 
together, that make fire possible.  

  
 
 
 



 
 
 

 

 
We only need to lay a log 
lightly from time to time. 

A fire 
grows 

simply because the space is there, 
with openings 

in which the flame 
that knows just how it wants to burn 

              can find its way.         - Judy Brown 
 
 

  
 
           On Children -  Kahlil Gibran 
 

Your children are not your children. 
They are the sons and daughters of Life's longing for itself. 
They come through you but not from you, 
And though they are with you yet they belong not to you. 
You may give them your love but not your thoughts,  
For they have their own thoughts. 
You may house their bodies but not their souls, 
For their souls dwell in the house of tomorrow,  
which you cannot visit, not even in your dreams. 
You may strive to be like them,  
but seek not to make them like you. 
For life goes not backward nor tarries with yesterday. 
You are the bows from which your children 
as living arrows are sent forth. 
The archer sees the mark upon the path of the infinite,  
and He bends you with His might  
that His arrows may go swift and far. 
Let your bending in the archer's hand be for gladness; 
For even as He loves the arrow that flies,  
so He loves also the bow that is stable. 
 


