The Taste
A walnut kernel shaken against its shell makes
a delicate sound, but

the walnut taste and the sweet oil inside makes 

unstruck music.  Mystics

call the shell rattling talk, the other, the taste

of silence.  We’ve been speaking

poetry and opening so-called secrets of soul growth

long enough.  After

days of feasting, fast;  after days of sleeping, stay

awake one night;  after these

times of bitter storytelling, joking, and serious 

considerations, we should

give ourselves two days between layers of baklava

in the quiet seclusion where

soul sweetens and thrives more than with language.


- Rumi

