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Oceans of gratitude

for my parents, 

teachers, friends, family, 

kind strangers

What is given 

is not in the nature of coming and going

These shining gifts, 

imperishable, 

are the best kind of food

And there is no way to measure what is given,

by people,

by the natural world

and how it endures,

and so also 

no measure 

to my joy and lasting thanks

One person

pointed out the path out of the wilderness

Another gave me bread

and made possible all that has followed

I don’t know how or why

but now, with these whole worlds of gratitude in me,

some secret celebration for what was received

continues

and this much is not to be missed

Wherever I am

I eat the fruit of that flourishing tree

and am sustained by it

and am made large by it, 

feeling joy

too large 

to be caught in any contracted feeling

Because of the kindnesses of others

too many to count

and each too large, by far

we have been made bright,

and given the peace of not possibly asking for more

we have been made rich

Along with everything else in our lives 

that may be counted as dull, or plain, or uphill

we, who are of great good fortune also,

surely must wake asking:

how can we hold the memories

or hold the knowledge of leaving?

What others do or don’t do

feel or don’t feel 

with what they are given - 

that’s not my business

I have no say in the matter

but for those

with oceans of gratitude,

I’ll say it -  

nothing of any gift can ever be lost

and what is received can be opened again

at any time

and more of what is here

can be drawn from

to sustain us

the more I look at

what a simple person like myself

has been blessed to receive

the more clear it is

how gifts re-appear

again and again

and continue on

in the color and flavor

of all that we dream, think and do.
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