Rain, O Rain

Rain on every rooftop

and in every coffee cup

Rain to wash clean bodies

and to make for clear eyes

Rain for the valley to green, 

and the fruit to swell 

Rain for there to be 

freshness and joy everywhere, 

light, blessings and peace,

and chilled cups 

eagerly waiting travelers


Rain to fill all the world

with words spoken like rain

Rain to reveal secret passageways

and rain to break the drought

and to bring people dancing back out into the street

Rain, O rain, 

and wash cups, utensils, clothes, 

bodies that were caked and scabbed

Rain until there is freshness everywhere

O rain and rain and rain

soak the ground

and soak the roots of things

until there are flowers springing up

meeting wonder with wonder

out of gratitude, gifts, and then more gratitude

Rain and quench all thirst, years of thirst

decades, generations of thirst, 

whole cultures of thirst

Rain and fill all manner of shapes, 

all manner of reservoir

Rain, O rain so that 

for generations to come

joy and ease will have a new song

O what will you gather from the mountain?

   What will you gather from the mountain?

I will gather whatever I and my family need

And have you seen and felt what you and they call for?

Yes, its shape is familiar to me

its weight is familiar to me

the quality of what they ask for 

is familiar to me

This is knowledge stored in my own body,

from living with these things

What else will you bring back from the mountain?

To be sure, I’ll return with 

things that have hundreds of uses

those things of which we can say

truly, there is no end to their usefulness

like clear pure water, like a bed to rest on

like a good pair of shoes,

or a well made cooking pot

peace, health, clarity, the will to give

knowledge, confidence, courage, 

joy, love, forgiveness, light, 

strength, gentleness, wonder

These I will return with from the mountain

These will be the treasures I will carry home

to all my loved ones, 

friends, family, 

adversaries and strangers

Tho even now I taste the joy

of their receiving these gifts

it is so, even now

they receive these things in some way 

even now

And what if you lose what you’ve gathered on the mountain?

What if it’s lost or stolen?

What if you lose what you’ve gathered on your way home?

I’ll tell you – 

no matter.

If even the smallest part of these treasures is kept

and can be given

it has all been worth while.

If even so much as one seed makes it home,

that’s enough, and more than enough.

But make no mistake – 

my will is to give it all, and more

so needed are these things

in my life and in all the lives of the world

and so I’ll study the trail

to treasures and return

and I tell you

with much help

I’ll defeat the enemies of giving

whatever they may be

and I’ll be patient too

I’ll return to the mountain as many times as I need to

hundreds of times, thousands of times

millions of times

and even then, if my hands cannot carry these gifts, then,

they will be like friends I’ve made while there

and once I’m again home, I will call

and they will come

all of them

streaming down from the mountain

to be well received
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