
 
 PRAYING 
 
It doesn’t have to be  
the blue iris, it could be  
weeds in a vacant lot, or a few  
small stones; just 
pay attention, then patch 
 
a few words together and don’t try  
to make them elaborate, this isn’t 
a contest but the doorway 
 
into thanks, and a silence in which 
another voice may speak. 
 
 
   
   

WHEN I AM AMONG THE TREES 
 
 
When I am among the trees, 
especially the willows and the honey locust, 
equally the beech, the oaks and the pines, 
they give off such hints of gladness. 
I would almost say that they save me, and daily. 
 
I am so distant from the hope of myself, 
in which I have goodness, and discernment, 
and never hurry through the world 
but walk slowly, and bow often. 
 
Around me the trees stir in their leaves 
and call out, “Stay awhile.” 
The light flows from their branches. 
 
And they call again, “It’s simple,” they say, 
“and you too have come 
into the world to do this, to go easy, to be filled 
with light, and to shine.” 
 
 
 
     (2 poems from THIRST, Mary Oliver) 

 


