The Gardener

Have I lived enough?

Have I loved enough?

Have I considered Right Action enough, have I come to any conclusion?
Have I experienced happiness with sufficient gratitude?

Have I endured loneliness with grace?

I say this, or perhaps I’m just thinking it.
Actually I probably think too much.

Then I step out into the garden,
where the gardener, who is said to be a simple man,

is tending his children, the roses.

— Mary Oliver



Shedding Skin

Pulling out of the old scarred skin
(old rough thing I don't need now
I strip off

slip out of

leave behind)

I slough off deadscales
flick skinflakes to the ground

Shedding toughness
peeling layers down

to vulnerable stuff

And I'm blinking off old eyelids
for a new way of seeing

By the rock I rub against
I'm going to be tender again

-- Harryette Mullen



Our story

Remind me again—together we
trace our strange journey, find
each other, come on laughing.
Some time we’ll cross where life
ends. We’ll both look back

as far as forever, that first day.

I’ll touch you—a new world then.
Stars will move a different way.
We’ll both end. We’ll both begin.
Remind me again.

-- William Stafford
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