
Ritual for Surrending to the Unknown 

 
 
 

PROGRAM: 

 Sounding the Bell  

 #123 – Spirit of Life  

 Chalice Lighting   

 Reading - 2 Corinthians 4:16-18  

 #1009 – Meditation on Breathing  

 Reading - For the Interim Time by John O’Donohue  

 Mindful Mindless Meditation to the music of Prayer by Rufus Cappadocia  

 During this time of music meditation, participants are encouraged to move if they need 
 to – walking, dancing, etc.  They are also welcome to just be still.  The song is about 9 
 minutes long, but don’t tell them that.  They probably will have never heard it – this is 
 good.  The point of this exercise is to practice holding the tension of unknowing.  They 
 have no idea where the song will go next, how long it is, if words or other instruments 
 might appear.  They should attempt to let go of the need to know what’s coming next 
 and just be present in the midst of the unknowing. 

 Reading – To Be Known by the Unknowable by Charles Upton 

 This is quite a long, complicated reading.  It could be edited if necessary, but I encourage 
 reading the entire thing, again inviting the participants to relax into the unknown.  They 
 don’t have to catch everything that is said, or even understand what is being said, they 
 just need to be present in the listening.  

 #1011 – Return Again 

 Closing Blessing and Extinguish the Chalice  

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



READINGS: 
 
 
2 Corinthians 4:16-18 

 

So we do not lose heart.  Even though our outer nature is wasting away, our inner nature is 

being renewed day by day.  For this slight momentary affliction is preparing us for an eternal 

weight of glory beyond all measure, because we look not at what can be seen but at what 

cannot be seen; for what can be seen is temporary, but what cannot be seen is eternal. 

 
 

 

  



FOR THE INTERIM TIME by John O’Donohue 
 

When near the end of day, life has drained 
Out of light, and it is too soon 
For the mind of night to have darkened things, 
 
No place looks like itself, loss of outline 
Makes everything look strangely in-between, 
Unsure of what has been, or what might come. 
 
In this wan light, even trees seem groundless. 
In a while it will be night, but nothing 
Here seems to believe the relief of dark. 
 
You are in this time of the interim 
Where everything seems withheld. 
 
The path you took to get here has washed out; 
The way forward is still concealed from you. 
 
The old is not old enough to have died away; 
The new is still too young to be born. 
 
You cannot lay claim to anything; 
In this place of dusk, 
Your eyes are blurred; 
And there is no mirror. 
 
Everyone else has lost sight of your heart 
And you can see nowhere to put your trust; 
You know you have to make your own way through. 
 
As far as you can, hold your confidence. 
Do not allow your confusion to squander 
This call which is loosening 
Your roots in false ground, 
That you might come free 
From all you have outgrown. 
 
What is being transfigured here is your mind, 
And it is difficult and slow to become new. 
The more faithfully you can endure here, 
The more refined your heart will become 
For your arrival in the new dawn. 

 

 

 



 
 TO BE KNOWN BY THE UNKNOWABLE by Charles Upton  

No matter what direction we may look in, sooner or later knowledge ends. What is beyond that end? 
The limits of knowledge expand into the Unknown, and since what was all darkness a day ago is now 
filled with shapes and colors, those shapes, those colors must have been hidden in that darkness, we 
say. They were there all along, unknown, yet real.  

But the real Unknown is not provisional, a temporary blank on the map. It is Unknown in Its Essence, 
It makes Itself Unknown, It is born forever from the Unknown, and forever returns to It. It is the Void, 
filled with nothing that could be known; It is the intrinsic voidness of phenomena, guaranteeing that, 
beyond all our knowledge, those things are – proving that, despite all our knowledge of them, those 
things are not. Not “things” at all, but forms empty of form, signless in their mystery.  

That by which all things are known cannot be known in Itself. The eye cannot see Itself. This is the 
pledge that all the things we know are intrinsically free of our knowledge of them, just as we are free 
from the chains of that knowing, free in the very act of it. Great waves of knowledge break against 
the Rock, but the Rock remains unaffected, unchanged. Vacare Deo, the Divine Emptiness, more 
beautiful than Beauty itself, draws them. They are helpless in that fascination, they must rise and 
break, again, forever, helpless to stop knowing, and failing to know, what they can never know.  

The task is not to know, but to be known. But in reality, It is not a task; It is all that is. The task is to 
know this – and yet we can’t know It. We can only be known by It. That’s how we know It. The feeling, 
sharp as the scent of cedar-smoke, solid as a rock in the hand, that you are known, seen, 
encompassed, more completely than you could ever know yourself, is the very Presence of It. The 
Knowledge of It. “To know that God cannot be known is to know God,” Abu Bakr said.  

Kant called It the noumenon, the Thing-in-Itself, untouched by phenomena, intrinsically beyond 
knowledge. All knowledge testifies to It, all experience is experience of It and nothing else, because 
there is nothing else. Where there is knowledge, there is ignorance; where there is thesis, antithesis; 
where there is proposition, dialectic. But where there is the Unknown – there lies certainty. Don’t 
contemplate the Divine Essence! say the Sufis; It is Black, It cannot be contemplated; no statements 
can be made about It; every conception of It is a lie. Contemplate the Names of God instead, the 
intelligibles; contemplate them until your soul is imprinted by them and conformed to them. But 
never try to contemplate the Essence, or you will go mad. All you can do is forget It; It has already 
forgotten you.  

And yet, what is every name but a Name of that Essence?  What else can be named, what else is 
named in the eighteen-thousand worlds? Forget the Essence, and It forgets you; forget yourself, and 
It remembers you – immediately. Holds you. Has always known you. All things, all sentient beings, all 
forms, are nothing but the infinitely various attempts of universal existence to describe the 
Indescribable. What could It possibly be? What is It? In a way, It’s a Bird – but no, not that. In another 
and equally valid way, It’s the Sun – but no, not that either. In the truest way It’s actually a Human, a 
speaking entity – a Namer of every Name. But as for Itself, It has no name. Its Name is Silence – that 
Silence in absence of which no Word can be spoken, no Bird fly, no Sun rise, no Human essay to 
know, and exhaust her life in the quest for It, only to arrive, in the end, at the end of all knowledge. 
Staring into that Divine Emptiness, that Nameless Blackness, forms arise. Imaginations. Conjectures. 
Dreams. They keep being born because the Unknown seeds them and draws them toward It, forever. 
They arise only because the Unknown has no need to hold them, to own them, to lock them away, 
jealously, in the vault of Its own Emptiness. It is empty of chests and caskets, of keys and locks, of 
gold and silver, of greed and fear. It lets them slip from Its grasp. Nature abhors a vacuum, but God 
loves It. And the lover of God, he also loves It. He delivers up his soul in the face of It.  



And the mystery of the Unknown, the operative mystery of It, is that It can actually be practiced, It 
can actually be used: Tao becomes Te, and Te realizes Tao. How is this possible? How can Nothing 
have a plan and a business and an outcome? Yet It really does – and I am here to say it; that I am here 
to say it proves that It does. That’s Its outcome; that’s Its business; that’s Its plan. And the whole 
practice – is to die. To release, in the face of It, every conception we form of It, knowing that these 
conceptions can never reach It, never touch It, never speak Its Name. The forms and conceptions and 
conjectures keep on coming, the imaginations, the invocations, the dreams. “How delightful 
confusion is when recognized as Wisdom!” Milarepa sang. The practice is simply to release every 
conception of the Unknown in the face of the Unknown, knowing these conceptions to be nothing, 
really, but notions of myself, shadows of the ego cast on the Cloud of Unknowing. To release what I 
have held myself to be, immediately, holding nothing back – is to die, knowing that nothing comes 
after, knowing that what comes after – is Nothing. And when this is done – and when you, the doer, 
are also done – then those forms and conceptions and dreams and imaginings and conjectures are 
suddenly known: not as my hopeless attempts to grasp the Unknowable, but as Its supremely 
generous Self-revelations to me – and as me. 

  

  

 


