Hildegard of Bingen 

A feather on the breath of God at play,
You saw the play of God in all creation.
You drew eternal light into each new day,
And every living breath was inspiration.
You made a play with every virtue playing, 
Made music for each sister-soul to sing,
Listened for what each herb and stone was saying,
And heard the Word of God in everything.

Mother from Mother Earth and Magistra,
Your song revealed God’s hidden gift to us;
The verdant fire, his holy harbinger
The greening glory of viriditas.
‘Cherish this earth that keeps us all alive’
Either we hear you, or we don’t survive.
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