
A B O U T
P A T I E N C E

One needs to leave things
To their own undisturbed development

Which comes from deep inside
And can't be rushed,
Gestation is all – and
Then giving birth …

 
 

Ripen like the tree,
That doesn't rush its sap

And stands confidently in the spring storms,
Without fear

That no summer will follow.
 
 

Because it will come!
 

But it will only come to those who are patient,
Those who live as if eternity

Was still lying in front of them,
So carefree, calm and vast …

 
One must have patience

 
With everything unresolved in the heart
and try to love the questions themselves

as if they were locked rooms
or books written in a very foreign language.

 
It's a matter of living everything.

When you live the questions, perhaps you will enter, gradually, 
without even noticing it

one of those days
into living the answers.
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