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Morning Poem
By Mary Oliver

Every morning 
the world 
is created. 
Under the orange 

sticks of the sun 
the heaped 
ashes of the night 
turn into leaves again 

and fasten themselves to the high branches— 
and the ponds appear 
like black cloth 
on which are painted islands 

of summer lilies. 
If it is your nature 
to be happy 
you will swim away along the soft trails 

for hours, your imagination 
alighting everywhere. 
And if your spirit 
carries within it 

the thorn 
that is heavier than lead— 
if it's all you can do 
to keep on trudging— 

there is still 
somewhere deep within you 
a beast shouting that the earth 
is exactly what it wanted— 



each pond with its blazing lilies 
is a prayer heard and answered 
lavishly, 
every morning, 

whether or not 
you have ever dared to be happy, 
whether or not 
you have ever dared to pray. 

Prayer:

i thank You God for most this amazing
 day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees
 and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything
 which is natural   which is infinite   which is yes

 (i who have died am alive again today,
 and this is the sun's birthday; this is the birth
 day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay
 great happening illimitably earth)

 how should tasting touching hearing seeing
 breathing any—lifted from the no
 of all nothing—human merely being
 doubt unimaginable You?

 (now the ears of my ears awake and
 now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 

–e. e. cummings

Lamentations 3:22-26

The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases,
   his mercies never come to an end; 
 they are new every morning;
   great is your faithfulness. 
“The Lord is my portion,” says my soul,
   “therefore I will hope in him.”

 The Lord is good to those who wait for him,
   to the soul that seeks him. 
 It is good that one should wait quietly
   for the salvation of the Lord. 


