
 

Mindful
 
Every day I see or hear
something
that more or less
 
kills me with delight,
that leaves me
like a needle
 
in the haystack of light.
It was what I was born for -
to look, to listen,
 
to lose myself inside this soft world -
to instruct myself over and over 
in joy, and acclamation.

Nor am I talking about the exceptional, the fearful, the dreadful,
the very extravagant - 
but of the ordinary, the common, the very drab, the daily presentations.

Oh, good scholar,
I say to myself,
how can you help
 
but grow wise
with such teachings
as these -
the untrimmable light
 
of the world,
the ocean's shine,
the prayers that are made
out of grass?
 
~ Mary Oliver ~
 
(Why I Wake Early)
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EVERYTHING IS WAITING FOR YOU
 

Your great mistake is to act the drama
as if you were alone.  As if life

were a progressive and cunning crime
with no witness to the tiny hidden

transgressions.  To feel abandoned is to deny
the intimacy of your surroundings.  Surely,

even you, at times, have felt the grand array;
the swelling presence, and the chorus, crowding

out your solo voice.  You must note
the way the soap dish enables you,

or the window latch grants you freedom.
Alertness is the hidden discipline of familiarity.

The stairs are your mentor of things
to come, the doors have always been there

to frighten you and invite you,
and the tiny speaker in the phone
is your dream-ladder to divinity.

 
Put down the weight of your aloneness and ease into

the conversation.  The kettle is singing 
even as it pours you a drink, the cooking pots

have left their arrogant aloofness and
seen the good in you at last.  All the birds

and creatures of the world are unutterably
themselves.  Everything is waiting for you.

 
~ David Whyte ~



 
 
 
 
 

The Summer Day
 

Who made the world?
Who made the swan, and the black bear?

Who made the grasshopper?
This grasshopper, I mean--

the one who has flung herself out of the grass,
the one who is eating sugar out of my hand,

who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down,
who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes.

Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face.
Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away.

 
I don't know exactly what a prayer is.

I do know how to pay attention, how to fall down
into the grass, how to kneel down in the grass,

how to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the fields,
which is what I have been doing all day.
Tell me, what else should I have done?

Doesn't everything die at last, and too soon?
Tell me, what is it you plan to do

with your one wild and precious life?
  
 

~ Mary Oliver ~
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The Journey 
One day you finally knew

what you had to do, and began,
though the voices around you

kept shouting
their bad advice --

though the whole house
began to tremble

and you felt the old tug
at your ankles.
"Mend my life!"

each voice cried.
But you didn't stop.

You knew what you had to do,
though the wind pried
with its stiff fingers

at the very foundations,
though their melancholy

was terrible.
It was already late

enough, and a wild night,
and the road full of fallen

branches and stones.
But little by little,

as you left their voices behind,
the stars began to burn

through the sheets of clouds,
and there was a new voice

which you slowly
recognized as your own,
that kept you company

as you strode deeper and deeper
into the world,

determined to do
the only thing you could do --

determined to save
                                                     the only life you could save.               ~ Mary Oliver 
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Wild Geese
 

You do not have to be good.
You do not have to walk on your knees

For a hundred miles through the desert, repenting.
You only have to let the soft animal of your body

love what it loves.
Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine.

Meanwhile the world goes on.
Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain

are moving across the landscapes,
over the prairies and the deep trees,

the mountains and the rivers.
Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air,

are heading home again.
Whoever you are, no matter how lonely,

the world offers itself to your imagination,
calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting --

over and over announcing your place
in the family of things.

~ Mary Oliver ~
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Snow Geese
 

Oh, to love what is lovely, and will not last!
What a task

to ask
 

of anything, or anyone,
 

yet it is ours,
and not by the century or the year, but by the hours.

 
One fall day I heard

above me, and above the sting of the wind, a sound
I did not know, and my look shot upward; it was

 
a flock of snow geese, winging it

faster than the ones we usually see,
and, being the color of snow, catching the sun

 
so they were, in part at least, golden.  I

 
held my breath

as we do
sometimes

to stop time
when something wonderful

has touched us
 

as with a match,
which is lit, and bright,

but does not hurt
in the common way,

 
but delightfully,

as if delight
were the most serious thing

you ever felt.
 

The geese
flew on,

I have never seen them again.
 

Maybe I will, someday, somewhere.
Maybe I won't.

It doesn't matter.
What matters

is that, when I saw them,
I saw them

as through the veil, secretly, joyfully, clearly.
 

~ Mary Oliver ~
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The Sun
 

Have you ever seen 
anything 

in your life 
more wonderful

 
than the way the sun, 

every evening, 
relaxed and easy, 

floats toward the horizon
 

and into the clouds or the hills, 
or the rumpled sea, 

and is gone-- 
and how it slides again

 
out of the blackness, 

every morning, 
on the other side of the world, 

like a red flower
 

streaming upward on its heavenly oils, 
say, on a morning in early summer, 
at its perfect imperial distance-- 

and have you ever felt for anything 
such wild love-- 

do you think there is anywhere, in any language, 
a word billowing enough 

for the pleasure
 

that fills you, 
as the sun 

reaches out, 
as it warms you

 
as you stand there, 

empty-handed-- 
or have you too 

turned from this world--
 

or have you too 
gone crazy 
for power, 
for things?

 
~ Mary Oliver ~
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Journey

Above the mountains
the geese turn into

the light again

Painting their
black silhouettes
on an open sky.

Sometimes everything
has to be

inscribed across
the heavens

so you can find
the one line

already written
inside you.

Sometimes it takes
a great sky
to find that

small, bright
and indescribable
wedge of freedom
in your own heart.

Sometimes with
the bones of the black

sticks left when the fire
has gone out

someone has written
something new

in the ashes of your life.

You are not leaving
you are arriving.

~ David Whyte ~
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Sometimes
 

Sometimes
if you move carefully
through the forest

 
breathing

like the ones
in the old stories

 
who could cross

a shimmering bed of dry leaves
without a sound,

 
you come
to a place

whose only task
 

is to trouble you
with tiny

but frightening requests
 

conceived out of nowhere
but in this place

beginning to lead everywhere.
 

Requests to stop what
you are doing right now,

and
 

to stop what you
are becoming

while you do it,
 

questions
that can make

or unmake
a life,

 
questions

that have patiently
waited for you,

 
questions

that have no right
to go away.

 
~ David Whyte ~
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WORKING TOGETHER
 

We shape our self  
to fit this world

and by the world  
are shaped again.

The visible  
and the invisible

working together  
in common cause,

to produce  
the miraculous.

I am thinking of the way  
the intangible air

passed at speed  
round a shaped wing

easily  
holds our weight.

So may we, in this life  
trust

to those elements  
we have yet to see

or imagine,  
and look for the true

shape of our own self  
by forming it well

to the great  
intangibles about us.

~ David Whyte ~
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In the Beginning
Sometimes simplicity rises

like a blossom of fire

from the white silk of your own skin.

You were there in the beginning

you heard the story, you heard the merciless

and tender words telling you where you had to go.

Exile is never easy and the journey

itself leaves a bitter taste. But then,

when you heard that voice, you had to go.

You couldn't sit by the fire, you couldn't live

so close to the live flame of that compassion

you had to go out in the world and make it your own

so you could come back with

that flame in your voice, saying listen...

this warmth, this unbearable light, this fearful love...

It is all here, it is all here.

~ David Whyte ~
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