
The peace of wild things 

When despair for the world grows in me 
And I wake in the night at the least sound 
In fear of what my life and my children's lives may be 
I go and lie down where the wood-drake rests 
In his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds 
I come into the peace of wild things 
Who do not tax their lives with forethought of grief 
I come into the presence of still water 
And I feel above me the day-blind stars waiting with their light 
For a time I rest in the grace of the world, and am free 
 
(Wendell Berry) 
 
 
Kindness 

Naomi Shihab Nye 

Before you know what kindness really is 
you must lose things, 
feel the future dissolve in a moment 
like salt in a weakened broth. 
What you held in your hand, 
what you counted and carefully saved, 
all this must go so you know 
how desolate the landscape can be 
between the regions of kindness. 
How you ride and ride 
thinking the bus will never stop, 
the passengers eating maize and chicken 
will stare out the window forever. 

Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness 
you must travel where the Indian in a white poncho 
lies dead by the side of the road. 
You must see how this could be you, 
how he too was someone 
who journeyed through the night with plans 
and the simple breath that kept him alive. 

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside, 
you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing. 
You must wake up with sorrow. 
You must speak to it till your voice 
catches the thread of all sorrows 
and you see the size of the cloth. 
Then it is only kindness that makes sense anymore, 
only kindness that ties your shoes 
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and sends you out into the day to mail letters and purchase bread, 
only kindness that raises its head 
from the crowd of the world to say 
It is I you have been looking for, 
and then goes with you everywhere 
like a shadow or a friend 
 
 

I wish I could show you 
when you are lonely or in darkness 
the astonishing light of your own being. 

Hafiz 

 

The journey by Mary Oliver 

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 

 
 
 
To go in the dark with a light is to know the light. 
To know the dark, go dark. Go without sight, 
and find that the dark, too, blooms and sings, 
and is traveled by dark feet and dark wings.  
 
Wendell berry 
 
 
Instructions on Not Giving Up 
Ada Limón 
  
More than the fuchsia funnels breaking out 
of the crabapple tree, more than the neighbor’s 
almost obscene display of cherry limbs shoving 
their cotton candy-colored blossoms to the slate 
sky of Spring rains, it’s the greening of the trees 
that really gets to me. When all the shock of white 
and taffy, the world’s baubles and trinkets, leave 
the pavement strewn with the confetti of aftermath, 
the leaves come. Patient, plodding, a green skin 
growing over whatever winter did to us, a return 
to the strange idea of continuous living despite 
the mess of us, the hurt, the empty. Fine then, 
I’ll take it, the tree seems to say, a new slick leaf 
unfurling like a fist to an open palm, I’ll take it all. 
 
 
 
I want to write about faith, 
about the way the moon rises 
over cold snow, night after night, 
faithful even as it fades from fullness, 
slowly becoming that last curving and impossible 
sliver of light before the final darkness. 
But I have no faith myself 
I refuse it even the smallest entry. 
Let this then, my small poem, 
like a new moon, slender and barely open, 
be the first prayer that opens me to faith. 
 
David Whyte 
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