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Greetings from Russell's Remnant:
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A Hierarchical Mantra For Many Lifetimes

May the Holy Ones

Whose pupils we aspire to become

So strengthen us that we may give ourselves

Without reserve,

Seeking nothing, asking nothing,

Hoping nothing for the separated self.

May we be content to be

In the light or in the dark,

To be active or passive,

To work or to wait,

To speak or to be silent,

To take praise or reproach,

To feel sorrow or joy--

Our only wish to be what They need

As instruments for Their mighty work,

And fill whatever post is vacant 

In Their household.
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